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PROLOGUE 
And h e  remembered he hoped t o  l i v e  a s imp le ,  
c l e a n  l i f e  when he g o t  o u t  of high school  because he 
had graduated i n  t h e  lower t h i r d  of h i s  c l a s s  and 
e s p e c i a l l y  s i n c e  t h e  guidance counselor  had t o l d  him 
h e  had b e t t e r  t h i n k  about a good, s imple  j ob  l i k e  
d r i v i n g  a t r u c k  because a l l  t h e  t e s t s  they had g iven  
him had shown t h a t  he  would never be a b l e  t o  do 
c o l l e g e  l e v e l  work, and anyway, he thought ,  w h a t ' s  s o  
bad about d r i v i n g  a t r u c k ,  s o  he agreed and began 
hoping he would become a t ruck  d r i v e r ,  but  t hen  he 
graduated from high school and s t a r t e d  d r ink ing  wi th  
some new f r i e n d s  who ta lked  about Hemingway and 
M e l v i l l e  and Faullrner and Dostoievski  and Nietz  sche 
and Marx wi th  f i r e  i n  t h e i r  eyes ,  and he began t o  g e t  
e x c i t e d  and s t a r t e d  reading those  books they t a l k e d  
about  and f e l l  i n  l o v e  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t ime and r e a l i z e d  
w i t h  wonder t h a t  even h e ,  a f a t ,  poor k id  wi th  buck 
t e e t h  could love and be loved i n  books, and he 
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remembered he began t o  hope h e  could  become a 
u n i v e r s i t y  p r o f e s s o r  i f  he  worked a coup l e  of y e a r s  
and saved enough money f o r  s c h o o l ,  and s o  he  began t o  
work and s a v e  and yearn  and hope f o r  t h i s  with a l l  h i s  
h e a r t ,  and he hoped and he hoped and h e  t r u l y  hoped 
w i t h  exc i t emen t  and p o s s i b i l i t y  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e ,  
but then  h e  remembered h e  g o t  d r a f t e d  and he 
remembered he was s e n t  t o  V i e t - N a m  and he remembered 
h e  was t e r r i f i e d  o u t  of h i s  mind and h e  remembered h e  
promised h imse l f  never  t o  hope aga in .  
THE BUS CALLING HIS NAME 
Chr is tmas  Eve, f r e s h  o u t  of army b a s i c  and 
advanced a r t i l l e r y  t r a i n i n g ,  Don s i t s  w i th  f i v e  
d o l l a r s  i n  h i s  pocket  i n  t h e  Milwaukee Greyhound Bus 
S t a t i o n  w a i t i n g  f o r  t h e  bus t h a t  w i l l  t a k e  him t o  
C a l i f o r n i a  t o  be  shipped overseas .  From h i s  c h a i r  i n  
t h e  dead c e n t e r  of t h e  s t a t i o n  he watches a l i t t l e  
b l a c k  g i r l  on h e r  hands and knees ,  d i r t y i n g  h e r  p ink 
p a r t y  d r e s s  i n  t h e  s p i t  and c i g a r e t t e  b u t t s  on t h e  
f l o o r .  H e  l i s t e n s  t o  h e r  mother i n  t he  s e a t  n e x t  t o  
him s c r e e c h  t h r e e  t imes  f o r  h e r  t o  s t o p .  H e r  mother ,  
a huge woman i n  a b r i g h t  red d r e s s  and o range  
l i p s t i c k ,  surrounded by s u i t c a s e s  and s t u f f e d  paper  
bags ,  i s  pag ing  Ebony magazine w i th  a p i c t u r e  o f  Diana 
Ross and t h e  Suprernes on t h e  cove r .  But  t h e  l i t t l e  
g i r l  con t i nues  t o  p l a y ,  heaping c i g a r e t t e  b u t t s  i n t o  
p i l e s ,  wiping h e r  hands on h e r  d r e s s ,  u n t i l  h e r  mother 
s i g h s  and becomes d i s t r a c t e d ,  d ropp ing  he r  magazine 
o n t o  h e r  l a p .  A skinny old  b lack  man wi th  a  snow 
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w h i t e  b e a r d  s l e e p s  o n  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  o f  Don, h i s  head 
t i p p e d  f o r w a r d ,  h i s  l i p s  moving. 
F o u r t e e n  d a y s  a g o  Don a r r i v e s  on l e a v e  i n  h i s  
N o r t h e r n  Wiscons in  home j u s t  i n  t i m e  t o  d i s c o v e r  h i s  
mother  has embarked on a new l i f e  of h e r  own. While  
h e ' s  been gone s h e ' s  b l eached  her h a i r  b l o n d e ,  begun 
w e a r i n g  f a l s e  e y e l a s h e s  and m u l t i - c o l o r e d  m i n i s k i r t s ,  
a n d  t a k e n  u p  w i t h  a  n i g h t s h i f t  worker from t h e  p u l p  
m i l l ,  a c r o s s  town f rom h e r  t i n y ,  two-room t r a i l e r  on 
t h e  west e n d ,  
So Don spends  t h e  f o u r t e e n  e v e n i n g s  o f  h i s  l e a v e  
i n  d r e a r y  Nor the rn  Wisconsin l o g g i n g  bars, d r a i n i n g  
t a p  b e e r  a f t e r  t a p  b e e r ,  t o a s t i n g  t h e  a d v e n t  of  h i s  
new l i f e  w i t h  h i g h  s c h o o l  c l a s s m a t e s .  H i s  c l a s s m a t e s  
bemoan t h e i r  young l i v e s  and l aud  h i s  as  t h e y  d r i n k .  
They t e l l  him how lucky  he  is t o  be o u t  of H u r l e y ,  
Wiscons in ,  w i t h  no r e s p o n s i b i l i t y ,  no dead  end e i g h t  
t o  f i v e  m i l l  j o b ,  no  b i t c h i n g  t e e n a g e  w i f e ,  no 
squawking b r a t s .  They look  around t h e  d a r k ,  i d e n t i c a l  
bars as t h e y  t a l k  - r ed  and b l u e  neon b e e r  s i g n s  i n  
t h e  windows and on t h e  fake-wood-paneled w a l l s ,  l o n g  
t a p  h a n d l e s  e x t e n d i n g  o v e r  t h e  b a r s  l i k e  c l u b s ,  
g r a s p e d  o v e r  and o v e r  by b u r l y ,  s u l l e n  b a r t e n d e r s  n o t  
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i n t e r e s t e d  i n  t h e  s t o r i e s  or  t h e  complaints of t h e i r  
customers. H i s  c lassmates  motion and wave t h e i r  hands 
toward old l i n e d  men hunched fo reve r  over  sho t s  of 
brandy and g l a s s e s  of Pabst .  See what w e ' l l  become, 
they say sad ly ,  point ing t o  t h e  o ld  men. Tragedy and 
doom a l ready show i n  t h e i r  young eyes l i k e  an 
a l c o h o l i c  man's Sunday af ternoon.  Look a t  u s  - those  
o l d  men - t h a t ' s  us s i t t i n g  over  t h e r e  on those  
s t o o l s .   on's t h e  l u c k i e s t  man a l i v e ,  they say.  They 
t e l l  him over  and over i n  bar a f t e r  bar .  They've 
never seen such luck. 
While h e ' s  on l eave ,  Don's mother comes i n t o  t h e  
t r a i l e r  during t h e  day and sees him i n  f r o n t  of the  
T . V . ,  A s  The World Turns going, beer i n  one hand, 
c i g a r e t t e  i n  t h e  o t h e r .  She asks him shy ly ,  a s  i f  
s h e ' s  a l ready fo rgo t t en  who he i s ,  i f  h e ' s  f ind ing  
enough t o  e a t ,  i f  h i s  leave i s  going ok. He says  s u r e  
and no t i ces  t h a t  one of he r  f a l s e  eyelashes i s  
crooked, o f f  center  j u s t  a  b i t .  H e  looks c l o s e l y  a t  
h e r  blonde h a i r ,  her red m i n i s k i r t ,  h e r  b lue  and green 
s t r i p e d  tank top.  She ' s  skinny now, where before  she 
w a s  plump and dark-ha i red ,  before ,  when he was e i g h t ,  
before  h i s  dad went on h i s  s t o l e n  c r e d i t  card sp ree  
ac ross  the West, shot  t o  death in  a bar  near  an Indian 
r e s e r v a t i o n  i n  South Dakota. A t  e i g h t ,  an only c h i l d ,  
he  imagines h i s  dad, a  b i g  man with a  broad f a c e ,  huge 
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nose ,  and g reasy  b lack  h a i r ,  s a d d l i n g  u p  nex t  t o  some 
da rk  red  Ind ian  woman w i th  b r a ided  b lack  h a i r  i n  a  
buckskin d r e s s  - a  squaw - he r  b r ave  walking i n  
suddenly ou t  of t h e  n i g h t ,  f e a t h e r s  and warpa in t ,  guns 
b l a z i n g ,  But s i n c e   on's been i n  t h e  army h i s  
memories and f a n t a s i e s  concern ing  h i s  dad a r e  
beginning t o  f a d e ,  H e  remembers him b e s t  now i n  red  
and b lue  checkered f l a n n e l  s h i r t s  w i t h  a nose so  huge 
he wiped both  s i d e s  of h i s  f a c e ,  h i s  e y e s ,  even h i s  
e a r s ,  a f t e r  blowing. And sometimes Don remembers 
s i t t i n g  on h i s  w ad's l a p  and p inch ing  h i s  d a d ' s  g r e a t  
schnoz,  then  t i c k l i n g  and hugging him u n t i l  h i s  mother 
jo ined  i n ,  a  p i l e  of hugs and k i s s e s  i n  t h e  middle of 
t h e  l i v i n g  room f l o o r .  But suddenly h i s  f a t h e r  i s  
gone, gone l i k e  a puff b a l l  - puf f  , he i s  gone. And 
Don's mother goes t o  work a t  t h e  m i l l  and becomes a  
drudge t o  r a i s e  him, Don knows b e t t e r  t h a n  anyone a s  
he grows t h a t  s h e ' s  g iven up h e r  l i f e  f o r  him. They 
move a t  once from t h e i r  whi te ,  two-s tory  frame house a 
m i l e  from town t o  t h e  shabby t r a i l e r  c o u r t  on t h e  west 
end, A s  t i m e  passes  and he  f i n a l l y  e n t e r s  h igh  
s choo l ,  t h e  t r a i l e r  is no longer  b i g  enough f o r  bo th  
of them, and he spends  h i s  t i m e  on t h e  s t r e e t s ,  
d r i n k i n g  beer  underage,  f r a t e r n i z i n g  wi th  whores and 
pimps and l ogge r s  on S i l v e r  S t r e e t ,  r a c i n g  around h a l f  
t h e  n i g h t  i n  w i l d ,  ca reen ing  c a r s .  The l a t e r  he comes 
home, t h e  b e t t e r  she seems t o  l i k e  i t .  She f a l l s  
a s l e e p  every n i g h t  on t h e  couch - h i s  f o l d o u t  bed, 
And when he a r r i v e s  home, ha l f  t h e  morning a l r e a d y  
gone, she  a s k s  nothing of him, but  s i l e n t l y  heads 
toward her  bedroom, h e r  b lue  t e r r y  c l o t h  robe c lu tched  
about h e r ,  as i f  s h e ' s  i n  a  l i v i n g  t r a n c e ,  as i f  s h e ' s  
saying t o  h e r s e l f  over and o v e r ,  once h e ' s  o l d  enough, 
once he l e a v e s ,  m y  l i f e  w i l l  begin  aga in .  H e  w a i t s  
impat ien t ly  u n t i l  high school i s  over  and he can g e t  
ou t  of town . . , he looks a t  h i s  mother now, 
s tanding  on ly  f i v e  f e e t  from him, and t h i n k s  s h e ' s  no t  
too  bad a t  t h a t ,  crooked eye l a sh  and a l l ,  Th is  guy 
from t h e  pulp  m i l l ,  t h i s  n i g h t s h i f t  worker,  i s  lucky.  
The l i t t l e  g i r l  p l ays  on. She has b u i l t  a  huge 
p i l e ,  he r  d r e s s  f i l t h y .  H e r  mother has g iven  up 
completely: s h e ' s  back t o  paging h e r  magazine, looking  
f o r  Diana R o s s .  Don i s  growing fond of t h e  l i t t l e  
g i r l  and wishes t o  g e t  down on h i s  hands a n d  knees and 
h e l p  her  wi th  h e r  p i l e  - t h a t  p i l e  suddenly seems a s  
important  a s  anything i n  l i f e .  He wants t o  d i r t y  h i s  
pressed green  uniform, remove h i s  kno t t ed  t i e ,  b u t  he 
knows h e ' s  n o t  wanted i n  such games any longer .  The 
o ld  man on t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  of him con t inues  s l e e p i n g .  
Don looks  a t  t h e  man's d i r t y  g r e y  s u i t ,  wondering 
vaguely  i f  h e ' s  a bum. Even bums shou ld  have a  p l a c e  
t o  go  on Chr is tmas  Eve, he  t h i n k s .  The man's mouth i s  
working f a s t e r  i n  h i s  s l e e p ,  on  t h e  ve rge  now, it 
appea r s ,  of i n d i s c r i m i n a t e  c u r s e s .  
Don g e t s  upl g rabs  h i s  g r een  g r e a t c o a t ,  and heads  
o u t s i d e  o n t o  Michigan Street. H e  l e a n s  a g a i n s t  t h e  
f r o n t  w a l l  o f  t h e  s t a t i o n  and l o o k s  up a t  t h e  downtown 
b u i l d i n g s .  Even a t  two i n  t h e  morning a speaker  from 
somewhere p l a y s  Chr is tmas  music - "whi te  Chr i s tmas ,  " 
"Good King Wenceslaus,"  "God R e s t  Y e  Merry ~ e n t l e m e n , "  
a l l  h i s  f a v o r i t e s ,  
H i s  mother i s  n o t  t h e r e  t o  s e e  him o f f  t h e  day  h e  
l e a v e s .  She l e a v e s  him a no te  on t h e  t r a i l e r  
coun te r  t op  with a  f i v e  d o l l a r  b i l l  a t t a c h e d  t o  i t .  
S h e ' s  down t h e  road i n  Ironwood, she  s a y s ,  w i t h  Brad,  
he r  n i g h t s h i f t  l o v e r ,  looking f o r  e x c i t e m e n t ,  l oo k ing  
f o r  what she  always t hough t  h e r  l i f e  was supposed t o  
be l i k e ,  
I d o n '  t want t o  be h a r d ,  t h e  n o t e  says, but I 
d o n ' t  want you around screwing t h i n g s  up f o r  m e  now. 
My luck  i s  f i n a l l y  changing.  B e s i d e s ,  s h e  s a y s ,  you 
g o t  your own l i f e  now. You' re o l d  enough t o  do your  
own b u s i n e s s ,  Here's f i v e  d o l l a r s ,  I wish  it w a s  
more, bu t  I c a n ' t  a f f o r d  more r i g h t  now. Buy 
something f o r  t h e  bus. I hope e v e r y t h i n g  goes  good 
f o r  you, I r e a l l y  do. Nothing e v e r  went r i g h t  f o r  me 
s i n c e  your f a t h e r  l e f t ,  u n t i l  r i g h t  now, and I ' m  
a lmost  f o r t y  y e a r s  o l d ,  I hope you have b e t t e r  l u c k  
t han  I d i d ,  
Don l o o k s  a t  t h e  f l y specked  t r a i l e r  w a l l s  and t h e  
p i l e  of d i s h e s  and g reasy  po t s  n e x t  t o  t h e  s i n k .  He 
s t a n d s  h e a v i l y ,  as i f  moored to  t h e  f l o o r ,  whi le  t h e  
p i l e s  seem t o  rise, u n t i l  he c an  b a r e l y  s e e  o u t  o f  t h e  
t i n y  window ove r  t h e  s i nk .  M i l l  smoke r o l l s  t h i c k ,  
b l ack ,  and heavy,  l i k e  a r t i l l e r y  t u b e s ,  over  t h e  
d r e a r y  town. F i n a l l y  he  s t u f f s  t h e  f i v e  d o l l a r s  i n t o  
h i s  pocket  and heads o u t  o f  t h e  t r a i l e r  toward t h e  
highway, h i s  g reen  d u f f e l  bag banging t h e  door  behind 
him, 
The speaker  c r a c k s  and t h e  r eco rd  changes .  The 
need l e  s c r a t c h e s  i n t o  "It Came Upon a Midnight  C l e a r . "  
Don p u t s  h i s  hands i n t o  h i s  g r e a t c o a t  pocke t s  and 
watches an o range  Volkswagen Bug round one  c o r n e r ,  
head down Michigan S t r e e t ,  round a n o t h e r  c o r n e r ,  and 
d i s a p p e a r .  The wind blows down h i s  neck u n t i l  h e  
s h i v e r s  and p u t s  h i s  c o l l a r  up  around h i s  e a r s .  
We knows i t ' s  t h e  l a s t  t i m e  h e ' l l  e v e r  see 
Hurley ,  and he knows i t ' s  t h e  l a s t  t i m e  h e ' l l  e v e r  
s e e  h i s  mother t o o .  H e  t r i e s  t o  remember h e r  c l e a r l y ,  
maybe f o r  t h e  l a s t  t i m e ,  l i k e  s h e  used t o  be ,  b e f o r e  
h e r  blonde h a i r ,  f a l s e  e y e l a s h e s  and m i n i s k i r t s ,  
b e f o r e  h i s  dad  l e f t  and ru ined  a l l  t h e i r  l i v e s  
t o g e t h e r  f o r e v e r .  But he only  s e e s  he r  b londe,  f aded  
and skinny i n  a smoky b a r ,  he r  s k i r t  h a l f  way up h e r  
t h i g h s ,  a g l a s s  of  bee r  i n  he r  hand,  l augh ing  and 
w h i r l i n g  a b o u t ,  danc ing  w i th  any man w h o ' l l  a sk  h e r ,  
t h e  t i m e  of h e r  l i f e ,  
Two c a r s  beg in  d r a g  r a c i n g  down Michigan S t r e e t ,  
s h i f t i n g ,  g e a r s  g r i n d i n g ,  t h e i r  m u f f l e r l e s s  e n g i n e s  
drowning o u t  t h e  Chr is tmas  music. T h e y ' r e  bo th  hopped 
up C h e v r o l e t s ,  one a  g r een  ' 5 7  and t h e  o t h e r  a  r e d  
' 5 9 .  Both are cus tomized,  chromeless  and t i l t e d  
fo rward ,  t h e i r  backends h igh  i n t o  t h e  a i r ,  as  i f  
t h e y '  11 dive i n t o  t h e  cement a t  any moment. Don 
s t i f l e s  a  c h e e r  when t h e  r e d  f i n a l l y  p u l l s  i t s  bumper 
i n t o  t h e  l e a d ,  j u s t  as t hey  r o a r  o u t  of s i g h t .  
Once t h e  n o i s e  d i e s  and t h e  music r e t u r n s ,  Don 
n o t i c e s  t h a t  a few of t h e  b u i l d i n g s  have l i g h t s  s t i l l  
burn ing  i n  t h e i r  upper f l o o r s .  H e  wonders a b s e n t l y  
who ' s  i n  them, what k ind  of happy l i v e s  t hey  l i v e ,  
what it would be l i k e  t o  be them o r  j u s t  t o  know them. 
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He f e e l s  a twinge  now, a  t u g g i n g  a t  h i s  arm. H e  
wants  t o  r e t u r n  t o  t h e  l i t t l e  g i r l ,  g e t  down on h i s  
k n e e s ,  p l a y  h e r  game. Would s h e  l e t  him? he wonders ,  
would s h e  l e t  him p l a y  h e r  game? H e  wonders ,  t o o ,  
where t h e  l i t t l e  g i r l  and h e r  mothe r  a r e  headed,  who 
t h e  o l d  man i s  c u r s i n g ,  and whether  t h e y  w i l l  a l l  f i n d  
comfor t  b e f o r e  t h i s  Chr i s tmas  Eve n i g h t  i s  o v e r .  And 
f i n a l l y  he  wonders i f  t h e r e  a r e  o t h e r s  l i k e  him, o u t  
i n  t h e  n i g h t  on a n  u n f a m i l i a r  c i t y  s t r e e t  w i t h  t h e  
music  of C h r i s t m a s ,  w i t h  such  s t r a n g e  t h o u g h t s ,  s u c h  
s t r a n g e  f e e l i n g s ,  on a n i g h t  a s  l o n e l y  a s  t h i s  one .  
The wind d i e s ,  it b e g i n s  snowing l i g h t l y ,  and  
from somewhere can  be h e a r d  t h e  t i n k l i n g  o f  b e l l s .  H e  
t u r n s  h i s  c o l l a r  back down and s t a n d s  s t r a i g h t ,  t h e  
snow f a l l i n g  l i k e  c r y s t a l  d r o p l e t s ,  l i k e  b l e s s i n g s  on 
h i s  head and s h o u l d e r s .  
~ t ' s  a l l  r i g h t  to be a l o n e ,  he d e c i d e s  s u d d e n l y ,  
s tomping h i s  f e e t  ha rd  one a f t e r  t h e  o t h e r  f o r  
emphas i s ,  c o m p l e t e l y  a l o n e  and on t h e  v e r g e  o f  
something .  Ant t h a t ' s  where he i s  now, a f t e r  a l l ,  on 
t h e  v e r g e  of a new l i f e .  I n  f a c t ,  i t ' s  t h e  o n l y  way 
t o  be, n o  m a t t e r  what t h e  new l i f e  b r i n g s .  
H e  s c a n s  t h e  t a l l  b u i l d i n g s  b e f o r e  him a g a i n ,  t h e  
l i g h t s  from t h e i r  t i n y  windows s o  h i g h  i n  t h e  s k y ,  
glowing b r i g h t l y  t h r o u g h  t h e  f a l l i n g  snow. H e  f e e l s  
h imse l f  p u l l  up ,  s t r o n g  and i n v i n c i b l e .  Y e s ,  i t ' s  a l l  
r i g h t  t o  be a lone .  And h e ' s  i n  good shape,  t o o ,  h e ' s  
i n  f i n e  shape,  t h e  b e s t  shape e v e r .  He can  t a k e  c a r e  
of h i m s e l f ,  h e  knows t h a t .  And he has  no one t o  worry 
abou t ,  no one a t  a l l .  
Don f e e l s  power a s  he has never  f e l t  i t .  He 
looks  a t  t h e  s t a t i o n  and s e e s  th rough  its rough w a l l s .  
H e  can s c r a t c h  h i s  hand down, gouging o u t  cement. He 
can p u l l  t h e  b r i c k s  ou t  one a f t e r  ano ther  i f  he  
chooses. HeD s not  a f r a i d  of anyone. 
The snow cont inues  t o  f a l l ;  t h e  music s t o p s ;  t h e  
c i t y  f a l l s  s i l e n t .  ~ e ' s  no t  s u r e  why he f e e l s  a s  he 
does ,  so powerful ,  so con ten t ,  b u t  h e  knows t h a t  h e  
w i l l  spend t h e  r e s t  of h i s  l i f e  t r y i n g  t o  f e e l  j u s t  
t h i s  way aga in .  And h e  knows t o o  t h a t  t h a t  w i l l  a l l  
come l a t e r  and t h a t  t h e r e  i s  a g r e a t  d e a l  more t o  
come. And t h a t  none of  what is t o  come concerns  h i s  
mother o r  h i s  dead f a t h e r  or Hurley, Wisconsin. It 
concerns e x o t i c  lands  and b ig  c i t i e s ,  c i t i e s  b igge r  
than  Milwaukee even. There i s  Chicago and 
Ph i l ade lph ia  and New York, he knows, yes ,  and Hong 
Kong and Bangkok and some with names l i k e  no o t h e r s ,  
names a l r eady  on t h e  edge of h i s  mind, w i t h  no 
connec t ion ,  l i k e  names out of dreams,  names t h a t  w i l l  
become a s  f a m i l i a r  as  h i s  own - Vian t i ane ,  Pnom Penh, 
Luang Prabang, Kom Pong Som, I a  Drang, Dak To, Da- 
Nang, Hue, and Khe Sanh. But t h a t ,  he knows, comes 
l a t e r .  Now h e  s t ands  a l o n e ,  h i s  arms t i g h t l y  a g a i n s t  
h i s  s i d e s ,  h i s  f e e t  c l o s e  t o g e t h e r ,  h i s  shoulders  back 
- a young s o l d i e r  on an American c i t y  street on 
Christmas Eve - l i s t e n i n g  f o r  t h e  only  sound i n  t h e  
n i g h t ,  l i s t e n i n g  f o r  t h e  bus  c a l l i n g  h i s  name. 
EMERGENCE 
From h i s  balcony s e a t  a t  t h e  Peking Gardens on 
Char ing Cross ,  Kle in  sees e e l s  entwined,  t w i s t i n g ,  
t u r n i n g ,  bumping a g a i n s t  t h e  l i d  of t h e  g l a s s  t ank  on 
t h e  t h i r d  f l o o r  l and ing .  H e  h e a r s  Chinese cus tomers  
on  t h e  f l o o r  below, s c r ap ing  c h o p s t i c k s  and banging 
p l a t e s .  An Eng l i sh  couple  a rgues  a t  a n o t h e r  ba lcony 
t a b l e :  H e  shou ld  have known she wanted t o  go,  she  
shou ld  have known he  d i d n ' t .  The  man smiles down on 
t h e  womanv s b e a u t i f u l  blonde head,  wondering how much 
l o n g e r  he w i l l  be a b l e  t o  t o l e r a t e  such a f o o l ,  
Marion mar r ied  Kle in ,  a  Vietnam-obsessed heavy 
d r i n k e r ,  t e n  y e a r s  ago f o r  no good reason t h a t  Kle in  
knows, and e v e r  s i n c e  h a s  been f i n a n c i n g  h i s  s p o r a d i c  
u n i v e r s i t y  a t t e n d a n c e  and r e s t l e s s  s ea r ches  t o  f i n d  
someone t o  f o r g i v e  him. H e  p i ck s  up and l e a v e s  
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whenever one  of  h i s  u rge s  t o  s e a r c h  p o s s e s s e s  him, 
r uns  o f f  f r a n t i c a l l y  t o  t h e  o d d e s t  p l a c e s ,  p l a c e s  
chosen f o r  no apparen t  r e a son ,  sometimes t a k i n g  h e r  
wi th  h i m ,  when she  can g e t  t i m e  o f f  from h e r  j o b  a s  an 
accoun t an t  f o r  a  law f i r m ,  and sometimes t a k i n g  on ly  
h e r  money, t h e  u rge s  s o  s t r o n g  tha t  h e  is yanked a long  
w i thou t  c h o i c e ,  l i k e  a  k i t e  i n  a  s t r o n g  wind,  h i s  f e e t  
b a r e l y  touch ing  t h e  ground. 
K le in  s t u d i e d  Vietnamese a t  t h e  army's  famous 
language s choo l  a t  t he  P r e s i d i o  of Monterrey,  then  
s p e n t  t h r e e  y e a r s  as an i n t e r r o g a t o r  wi th  t h e  1 s t  
I n f a n t r y  D i v i s i o n  a t  Dian. H e  i n t e r r o g a t e d  p r i s o n e r s  
from 6: 30 i n  t h e  morning on, for as long as t hey  
b rought  them i n ,  some b l i n d f o l d e d ,  some w i t h  e y e s  
s e a r c h i n g  t h e  ground,  o t h e r s  w i th  heads t w i s t e d  i n t o  
t h e  a i r ,  arms l a shed  behind them, elbows p o i n t e d  a t  
t h e i r  backs .  H e  i n t e r r o g a t e d  them a l l  t h e  same, a f t e r  
they  w e r e  brought  t o  h i s  l i t t l e  shack i n  t h e  midd le  of 
t h e  d u s t y ,  barbed-wire,  P.O.W. compound. 
The Eng l i sh  coup le  l e aves  and i s  r e p l a c e d  a t  once 
by one  so similar ,  t h a t  i f  Kle in  h a d n ' t  s e e n  the o t h e r  
one l e a v e  i n  a t a x i ,  h e ' d  t h i n k  they  had l e f t  and come 
back a g a i n .  H e  f i n i s h e s  h i s  h a l f  p i n t  of l a g e r  and 
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q u i c k l y  o r d e r s  a n o t h e r .  Lunch is c o n c l u d i n g ,  t h e  
b a n g i n g  and  s c r a p i n g  h a s  d e c r e a s e d  d r a s t i c a l l y  below. 
K l e i n  g u l p s  h i s  new b e e r :  T h e y ' l l  want him t o  d r i n k  
f a s t  now, he knows. H e  l o o k s  a round a t  t h e  s l i m ,  
s i m p l y  d r e s s e d  Chinese  w a i t e r s  and  wonders i f  t h e y  c a n  
h e l p  him, as h e  watches one l e a p  t h e  s t a i r s  t w o  a t  a 
t i m e ,  remove t h e  g l a s s  l i d ,  g r a s p  an eel i n  a w i r e  
s n a r e ,  and b r i n g  it squi rming and snapping  o u t  of  t h e  
w a t e r .  
The p r i s o n e r s  d i d n ' t  t a l k  a t  f i r s t ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  
w h e t h e r  t e r r i f i e d  or d e f i a n t ,  and h i s  a i d e s ,  S e r g e a n t  
Tuan and C o r p o r a l  Tam, d i d  t h e  s o f t e n i n g  up. H e  
d i d n ' t  want t o  know t h e i r  methods,  and S e r g e a n t  Tuan 
and C o r p o r a l  Tam were ex t remely  i n g r a t i a t i n g  t o  t h e i r  
American c o u n t e r p a r t .  They d i d  a n y t h i n g  t o  
accommodate him,  a n y t h i n g  a t  a l l .  H i s  a i d e s  looked  
e x a c t l y  a l i k e  t o  him, and  he w o u l d n ' t  have  been a b l e  
t o  te l l  them from t h e  p r i s o n e r s  - t h e i r  f a c e s  y e l l o w  
and f o r e i g n  and  s l a n t e d ,  t h e i r  f e a t u r e s  s o f t  and  
d e l i c a t e ,  l i k e  women - i f  it h a d n ' t  been f o r  t h e i r  
immacu la t e ly  p r e s s e d  un i fo rms ,  t h e i r  b l a c k  Ranger 
berets cocked j u s t  so .  H e  a lways  had t o  g l a n c e  a t  
t h e i r  r ank  s t r i p e s  t o  t e l l  which was S e r g e a n t  Tuan and 
which was Corpora l  Tam, 
Once h i s  men set  t o  work on t h e  f i r s t  g roup  o f  
p r i s o n e r s ,  he l e f t  t h e  shack  and went t o  h i s  s i l v e r ,  
a i r  c o n d i t i o n e d  t r a i l e r ,  t u r n e d  h i s  stereo system on 
t h r e e  q u a r t e r  volume, and l a y  on  h i s  bed w i t h  a c o l d  
b e e r ,  L a t e r ,  S e r g e a n t  Tuan o r  C o r p o r a l  Tam knocked 
and e n t e r e d  s m i l i n g ,  b u t  w i t h  a h i n t  of r e g r e t  t h a t  i t  
was f i n i s h e d  s o  soon ,  and informed him t h a t  it was 
t i m e :  The p r i s o n e r s  were ready  t o  t a l k .  
Banging back on t h e  subway t o  meet Mar ion ,  K l e i n  
t h i n k s  h e  s e e s  h e r  boss  l e e r i n g  a r r o g a n t l y  down t h e  
c a r ,  c l u t c h i n g  a woman ' s p u r p l e - s t o c k i n g e d  t h i g h .  Two 
g r e e n - h a i r e d  l o v e r s  n e s t l e  a c r o s s  from him, wrapped 
t o g e t h e r  i n  r o p e ,  encased  i n  mesh webbing. S t a r i n g  
ahead  o u t  of t h e  t r a i n  window a t  t h e  s l i d i n g  d a r k ,  h e  
b e g i n s  s e e i n g  unused subway l i n e s  and abandoned subway 
s t o p s ,  b l a c k  m e t a l  and g r a y  s t o n e  s t r u c t u r e s  twi s t ed  
i n  agony,  l i k e  an  o b s o l e t e  l i f e  b u r i e d  b e n e a t h  h i s  
own. 
When he r e - e n t e r e d  t h e  s h a c k ,  h e  was amazed how 
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t h e  p r i s o n e r s  begged him to l i s t e n ,  t o  h e a r  what t h e y  
had t o  say .  H e  b a r e l y  go t  i n s i d e  t h e  door  of t h e  
shack be fo r e  t h e  f i r s t  p r i s o n e r  began babb l i ng ,  o f t e n  
grabbing o n t o  h i s  s l e e v e  f o r  d e a r  l i f e .  Then he 
al lowed t h e i r  f a c e s  t o  m e l t  i n t o  t a l k i n g  mouths u n t i l  
he was f i n i s h e d  w i th  them: A d i v i s i o n  h e r e ,  a 
d i v i s i o n  t h e r e ,  a  communications n e t  on a h i l l .  A l l  
t h a t  ma t te red  was t h a t  they  t a l k e d ,  t h a t  he  had 
something t o  pa s s  on;  whether  it was t r u e  o r  n o t  was 
no concern  of h i s ,  
Once he f i n i s h e d ,  he r e t u r n e d  a g a i n  t o  h i s  s i l v e r  
t r a i l e r ,  l a y  on h i s  bed,  and l e t  t h e  a i r  c o n d i t i o n i n g  
blow ove r  him, t h e  music pounding from h i s  s t e r e o ,  
d r i n k i n g  bee r  a f t e r  bee r  from t h e  r e f r i g e r a t o r  a t  h i s  
r i g h t  hand, u n t i l  he f e l l  a s l e e p .  Then, on h i s  way 
back t o  t h e  shack i n  t h e  morning, he saw them, 
y e s t e r d a y  ' s work, s q u a t t i n g  t o g e t h e r  on t h e  ha rd  
ground i n  t h e  barbed-wire compound, a w a i t i n g  
t r a n s p o r t a t i o n  t o  t h e  permanent p r i s o n  camp, v a c a n t  
and brown, l i k e  d i s c a r d e d  cardboard  boxes empty 
f o r e v e r ,  blown by t h e  wind i n t o  t h e  g a t h e r i n g  d u s t .  
And a s  t h e  days  passed one upon a n o t h e r ,  s o  s imple  and 
s o  mesmerizing,  he  sank deeply i n t o  h i s  r o u t i n e  and 
f e l t  he  cou ld  go on w i th  it f o r  t h e  rest of  h i s  l i f e ,  
u n t i l  he f o r g o t  eve ry th ing  e l s e ,  u n t i l  it became a l l  
he e v e r  knew. 
A s  he  r i d e s  t h e  s t e e p  e s c a l a t o r  ou t  o f  t h e  d e p t h s  
of t h e  Underground, he f e e l s  i n  danger  of f a l l i n g  and 
n e a r l y  c l u t c h e s  t h e  woman i n  f r o n t  of  him. She t u r n s  
back t o  him, f e e l i n g  h i s  b r e a t h  on h e r  neck.  Then, 
g r a sp ing  he r  shopping bags more t i g h t l y ,  s h e  b e g i n s  
r i s i n g  above him t o  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  Oxford S t r e e t ,  s t e p  
a f t e r  s t e p  t o  t h e  top.  
Once t h e  war ended and Kle in  l e f t  V i e t - N a m  f o r  
good, t h e  s t r a n g e s t  t h i n g  happened. Once he l e f t ,  h i s  
Vietnamese l e f t  him a b r u p t l y ,  t o o .  And once  it l e f t  
him, it l e f t  him u t t e r l y .  H e  cou ld  rack  h i s  b r a i n  a l l  
he wanted,  no t h ing  would come; h e  couldn '  t remember a 
s i n g l e  word. He c o u l d n ' t  even speak a  few s y l l a b l e s  
t o  peop l e  who yapped a t  him through t h e  y e a r s :  
"Come on ,  say  something i n  Gook. Come on ,  speak ,  
speak ,  come on.  " 
And when he encountered  Vietnamese l i v i n g  i n  
America, he  d i s cove red  t h a t  he c o u l d n ' t  b e a r  t o  l ook  
a t  them, much less r e c a l l  a word o r  two. H i s  t h r o a t  
would g e t  d r y  and he would s l i n k  i n t o  a c o r n e r ,  e y e s  
downcast,  a  c reepy  f e e l i n g  cou r s ing  up h i s  sp ine .  
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U n t i l  f i n a l l y ,  he took h i s  l o s s  a s  a s i g n  of h i s  s i n  
and c o r r u p t i o n  and became obsessed ,  s ea r ch ing  t h e  
coun t ry ,  t h i n k i n g  t h a t  i f  he  somehow found one 
Vietnamese a t  t h e  r i g h t  t i m e ,  i n  t h e  r i g h t  p l a c e ,  he 
would remember eve ry th ing  and be  f o r g i v e n .  
He e n t e r s  a  c l o t h i n g  s t o r e  t o  c a p t u r e  a  b r i e f  
r e s p i t e  from t h e  s a t u r a t i o n  of l i f e  on Oxford S t r e e t .  
A c l e r k  approaches  a t  once and K le in  tries on p i l e s  of 
sweaters of r e d ,  b l u e ,  and g reen .  But  w i t h i n  seconds 
t h e  door  opens and people  s t ream i n ;  c l e r k s  carom 
about  t h e  store from one t o  ano the r .  F i n a l l y ,  K l e i n  
f l e e s ,  h i s  new green swea te r  r o l l e d  and wrapped i n  
brown paper ,  c l u t ched  l i k e  a  shotgun under h i s  arm. 
And t h e n  Marion had mar r ied  him and h e ' d  t hou gh t ,  
Oh, what t h e  h e l l ,  he could  u se  he r  money. And even 
t h e i r  honeymoon had been one of h i s  s ea r ches .  Maybe 
t h i n g s  would be d i f f e r e n t  i n  Europe, he t hough t ,  y e s ,  
maybe Europe would be j u s t  t h e  t h i n g .  H e  knew t h e r e  
were many Vietnamese l i v i n g  i n  P a r i s .  Maybe t h e r e  h i s  
tongue would l oosen ,  maybe g i v i n g  v e n t  a g a i n  t o  t h e  
r e s t l e s s n e s s  and s ea r ch ing  t h a t  p lagued him would 
f i n a l l y  a l l e v i a t e  h i s  tongue- t i ed  c o n d i t i o n ,  maybe t h e  
Vietnamese t h e r e  would make him remember. 
T h e i r  f i r s t  n i g h t  i n  P a r i s  it r a i n e d ,  bu t  they 
h u s t l e d  through s t r e e t  a f t e r  u n f a m i l i a r  s t r e e t ,  
s e a r c h i n g  f r a n t i c a l l y  f o r  t h a t  one p e r f e c t  r e s t a u r a n t .  
Marion s t a r e d  o u t  from under he r  ra in-drenched hood, 
beseech ing  him t o  f i n d  a r e s t a u r a n t ,  any r e s t a u r a n t ,  
b u t  h e  was determined.  
F i n a l l y  h e  found what he  wanted on a g r e y ,  R igh t  
Bank s t r e e t  - The Impe r i a l  Res t au ran t  Vietnamein . 
They e n t e r e d  c a u t i o u s l y ,  hung t h e i r  r a i n c o a t s  and 
found s e a t s ,  But he  couldne t read  t h e  French menu and 
t h e r e  was no th ing  i n  Vietnamese. I t  came t o  h im t h e n  
- t o o  l a t e  - how s t u p i d  it had been of  him t o  t h i n k  
t h a t  t h e r e  would be a Vietnamese menu i n  Paris .  
The young Vietnamese owner t ook  one  l ook  a t  them 
and asked him i n  p idg in  Engl ish  what t hey  wanted.  H e  
s t r u t t e d  and pos tu r ed  be fo r e  t h e i r  t a b l e .  Kle in  was 
h u m i l i a t e d  and,  of cou r se ,  c o u l d n ' t  respond w i th  a  
s i n g l e  word of Vietnamese. H e  bumbled ahead i n  
E n g l i s h ,  f o r g e t t i n g  t he  main cou r se .  While t hey  a t e ,  
t h e  owner smoked c i g a r e t t e s  w i t h  l imp-wris ted  
s o p h i s t i c a t i o n ,  fawning ou t rageous ly  over  a t a b l e  o f  
French d i n e r s  nearby.  Even t h e  food was Chinese .  
Kle in  s e a t s  himself  a t  t h e  Museum Tavern a f t e r  
s e c u r i n g  t h e i r  p i n t s  of a l e  and n o t i c e s  t h a t  Marion 
h a s  c u r l e d  her  h a i r  about  h e r  f a c e ,  t h e  way he once 
t o l d  h e r  h e  l i k e s  it. A s  he t a k e s  h i s  f i r s t  d r i n k ,  he  
d i s c o v e r s  t h a t  he  h a s  been r i g h t .  
And now, t e n  y e a r s  a f t e r  she marr ied  K l e i n ,  
Marion ha s  t aken  a  l o v e r ,  he r  complacent ,  puce- 
c o l o r e d ,  lawyer  boss .  Kle in  knows t h i s  because  f o r  
t h e  p a s t  y e a r  h e  has  skipped c l a s s e s  n e a r l y  eve ry  day  
and fo l lowed  h e r  t o  work, watching them a t t e n t i v e l y  
th rough  t h e i r  o f f i c e  window. He ha s  g o t t e n  i n t o  h i s  
c a r  and fo l lowed  them o f f  t o  r e s t a u r a n t s  and 
d e l i c a t e s s e n s  f o r  lunch ,  From a  h idden t a b l e  h e  h a s  
watched them n u z z l e  each o t h e r  and squeeze  hands ,  
wh i spe r ing  and making p l ans .  He ha s  watched h e r  k i s s  
t h e  cheeks  of h i s  round, bowling-bal l  head - squeezed 
o f f  from h i s  s t r i n g  t i e s  - exuding s u c c e s s ,  c e r t a i n t y  
and con£ i dence ,  p e r f e c t i o n  i n  h i s  lawyer wor ld .  H e  
h a s  s e e n  h i s  d a r k  r e d  hands move, d i r e c t i n g  movements 
o f  waiters, w a i t r e s s e s ,  and cooks. H e  has f e l t  h e r  
s i l e n c e  and pa le -ghos t  movements throughout  t h e i r  
house, imagining her  thoughts  of love ,  music, and 
romance, 
Klein  watches one of t h e  ba r t ende r s  come out from 
behind t h e  bar  and walk over t o  t h e  white lunch case  
i n  t h e  corner .  The woman who runs  t h e  counte r  i s  
p l a c i n g  ce l lophane  over d i s h e s  of cold  s a l a d s  and co ld  
meats,  p repar ing  t o  leave s h o r t l y .  She wears a  wh i t e  
d r e s s ,  s i m i l a r  t o  a n u r s e ' s  uniform, f i l l i n g  it out t o  
t h e  a b s o l u t e  f u l l e s t  with her  h i p s  and b r e a s t s .  The 
b a r t e n d e r ,  a  man ha l f  he r  s i z e ,  s t a n d s  next  t o  h e r  on 
t i p t o e s ,  whisper ing out of t h e  s i d e  of h i s  mouth u n t i l  
she  throws her  head back and r o a r s .  She p l a c e s  a  
matronly hand on h i s  shoulder ,  p a t t i n g  him i n  t ime as 
they  con t inue  laughing and whispering. 
Klein  looks  up  a t  Marion and sees  her  mouth 
moving. People  d i sappear  t o  him once he t u r n s  h i s  
head - even Marion, When h e ' s  i n  another  room, he 
f o r g e t s  what s h e  looks l i k e .  When she c a l l s  to  him, 
i t ' s  l i k e  a  s t r a n g e  voice  ou t  of t h e  n i g h t .  But f o r  
no reason t h a t  he  knows, her eyes s t and  o u t  i n d e l i b l y ,  
shocking ly ,  t o  him now and he wonders a t  how green 
they  a r e .  
She has  g iven  him up ,  h e r  boss ,  h e r  l o v e r ;  it w a s  
j u s t  a momentary f l i n g .  It was n o t h i n g .  It w o n ' t  
happen a g a i n .  
K l e i n  d r i n k s  and wa tches  t h e  o t h e r  b a r t e n d e r  f u s s  
w i t h  h i s  b o t t l e s ,  t h e n  r e a c h  q u i c k l y  f o r  t h e  bar t o w e l  
and wipe  a smudge o f f  o f  t h e  back m i r r o r .  H e  i s  t a l l  
and b road  w i t h  t h e  a l o o f ,  i m p e n e t r a b l e  a p p e a r a n c e  o f  
many B r i t i s h  b a r t e n d e r s ,  h i s  s i d e b u r n s  c o m p l e t e l y  
c o v e r i n g  t h e  s i d e s  of h i s  f a c e ,  l i k e  p i c t u r e s  K l e i n  
once admired - drunk - o f  John L.  S u l l i v a n ,  on t h e  
w a l l s  of a n  I r i s h  b a r  i n  Boston. The b a r t e n d e r  moves 
l i k e  a boxer ,  t o o ,  h i s  arms long and a g i l e  on t h e  
p r e s s u r e  t a p s ,  l i g h t  on h i s  f e e t  a s  h e  moves b e h i n d  
t h e  oak .  
S h e ' s  been o f f e r e d  a n o t h e r  j o b ,  a b e t t e r  one,  f o r  
a n o t h e r  l a w y e r ,  and s h e ' s  going  t o  t a k e  it. Then s h e  
w o n ' t  even  be n e a r  him anymore. 
K l e i n  f i n i s h e s  h i s  b e e r  and g e t s  a n o t h e r .  H e  
reseats h i m s e l f  and  watches  a b l a c k  and  w h i t e  c o u p l e  
who 've  t a k e n  t h e  s e a t s  n e x t  t o  them, s i p p i n g  w h i t e  
wine d e l i c a t e l y ,  as i f  t h e i r  l i p s  might  f a s t e n  
pe rmanen t ly  t o  t h e i r  g l a s s e s .  K l e i n  d o e s n ' t  b e l i e v e  
what is  happen ing ,  what h e ' s  been h e a r i n g ,  b u t  h e '  11 
t a k e  what he c a n  get .  A s  Marion c o n t i n u e s  t a l k i n g ,  he 
n o t i c e s  s h e  i s  wearing h e r  l a r g e ,  ho rn  rimmed g l a s s e s  
and r e a l i z e s  t h a t  he h a s  always l i k e d  h e r  b e t t e r  i n  
them t h a n  i n  h e r  c o n t a c t  l e n s e s .  H e  s e e s ,  t o o ,  t h a t  
t h e  s p a c e s  between h e r  s m a l l  t e e t h  make h e r  l o o k  
i n n o c e n t ,  though as he l i s t e n s  t o  h e r  c o n t i n u e ,  s h e  
r a p i d l y  becomes e l o q u e n t ,  e l o q u e n t  and  i n s i g h t f u l  
beyond e i t h e r  of  t h e i r  n a t u r e s .  
She f e e l s  s h e  i s  d i r t y  and c o n t e m p t i b l e ,  f i l t h y  
w i t h  i m m o r a l i t y ,  l i k e  s h e  h a s  s i n n e d  and c a n n o t  be 
pardoned.  She knows i t ' s  n o t  too much to  say  t h a t  s h e  
has  somehow shaken  t h e  f a b r i c  of  t h e  wor ld  i n  what she  
has  done ,  and t h a t  no th ing  can be t h e  same e v e r  a g a i n .  
She s u g g e s t e d  t h i s  t r i p  t o  London, hop ing  t h a t  t r a v e l  
would make e v e r y t h i n g  a l l  r i g h t ,  b u t  s h e  knows now 
t h a t  t h a t  i s  i m p o s s i b l e .  But  s h e  would go anywhere o r  
do  a n y t h i n g  t o  make it r i g h t  a g a i n  i f  s h e  c o u l d ,  t o  
have  it t o  d o  a l l  over  a g a i n .  Can h e  e v e r  f o r g i v e  
h e r ,  s h e  a s k s .  
She i s  s o  shaken now by h e r  own e l o q u e n c e  and 
i n s i g h t  t h a t  s h e  seems p o s s e s s e d ,  h e r  b e a u t i f u l  g r e e n  
e y e s  m a g n i f i e d  even  l a r g e r  by h e r  g l a s s e s ,  h e r  hands  
f l a t ,  g r i p p i n g  t h e  t a b l e ,  as s h e  l e a n s  f o r w a r d ,  u n t i l  
t h e i r  b e e r  g l a s s e s  beg in  s l i d i n g  toward her and  tears 
b e g i n  to  smear t h e  make-up benea th  her e y e s ,  
l i g h t e n i n g  t h e  c o l o r  o f  h e r  cheeks .  
K l e i n  w a n t s  bad ly  t o  r each  o v e r  and g r a s p  
M a r i o n ' s  h a i r  i n  h i s  hands ,  c r u s h i n g  h e r  s o f t  c h e e k s  
t o  h i m  o v e r  t h e  t a b l e ,  smashing g l a s s ,  r a t t l i n g  a n d  
s h a k i n g  and remolding  t h e  e s s e n c e  of t h e i r  l i v e s  
a c r o s s  t i m e .  But he  knows i t ' s  t o o  l a t e  f o r  t h a t  now. 
A small dog s c o o t s  o u t  from around t h e  b a r  and 
heads  f o r  Kle in  and Marion. He b a r k s  and yaps ,  
s t a n d i n g  on h i s  h ind l e g s ,  begging be fo r e  them. K le in  
l ooks  from t h e  dog t o  Marion. She is s i t t i n g  back i n  
he r  c h a i r ,  g r i n n i n g  sheep i sh ly ,  hand o u t s t r e t c h e d .  
K le in  smiles, t oo ,  and p i c k s  t h e  dog up o n t o  h i s  l a p ,  
c a r e s s i n g  it. Marion r eaches  ove r  and p a t s  t h e  dog 
g i n g e r l y  on t h e  nose.  
Out on t h e  s t r e e t  t h e  rush-hour t r a f f i c  i s  i n  
f u l l  f o r c e  - r e d  doubledecker  buse s  and t a l l  b l ack  
t a x i c a b s  b a t t l e  f o r  t h e  streets l i k e  t h e  end  of  t h e  
world i s  a t  hand.  But Kle in  and Marion l e a v e  t h e  
Museum Tavern and begin walking down Grea t  R u s s e l l  
S t r e e t  a s  i f  they  a r e  s t r o l l i n g  a country  l a n e .  A s  
they  walk,  t h e y  seem pushed above t h e  d i e s e l  f u e l ,  
above t h e  r u s h  hour n o i s e  and s i g h t s  around them, 
somehow i n s u l a t e d  from t h e  c o l o r s  and sounds of  real 
l i f e .  The Museum i t s e l f  looms s i l e n t l y  a c r o s s  t h e  
s treet ,  as i f  it s i t s  on a h i l l ,  massive and g r ey ,  
p o s s e s s i n g  t h e  e a r t h  above them. H i s  e a r s  beg in  
r i n g i n g  i n  t h i s  b lack and whi te  world and he wonders 
i f  s h e ,  t o o ,  i s  a f f e c t e d ,  when sudden ly ,  s h e  r e a c h e s  
ou t  and squeezes  h i s  a r m  wi th  t h e  t r u t h .  Ye l l i ng  come 
on s h e  r u n s  toward a doubledecker  bus a s  h i s  h e a r t  
l e a p s  and he runs  a s  f a s t  as he c a n  t o  c a t c h  h e r .  
THE MAI-LOAN AND THE MAN WHO COULD FLY 
E a r l i e r  t h a t  n i g h t ,  t h e  same n i g h t  S i n g  m e t  t h e  
man who could  f l y ,  one of  t h e  h o t e l  w a i t e r s  t o l d  abou t  
h i s  w i f e  who g o t  k i l l e d  by a gunship  a t  t h e  Cho-Lon 
Race t rack  t h e  week before .  I t  seemed she  was t a k i n g  a  
s h o r t c u t  on t h e  way t o  t h e  market when t h e  gunner 
opened up. S i n g  imagined a  l e e r  on t h e  g u n n e r ' s  f a c e ,  
l i k e  a r o u s a l ,  s t r a d d l i n g  h i s  machine gun and  pumping 
l e ad  from between h i s  l e g s  l i k e  t h e  seed o f  heavenly  
d e a t h .  The f i f t y  c a l i b r e  c u t  h e r  i n  h a l f ,  and t h e  
w a i t e r  had t o  go t o  t h e  Body Reclamation C e n t e r  t o  
i d e n t i f y  h e r  and c la im h e r  remains and o n l y  one h a l f  
of h e r  was t h e r e .  The o t h e r  ha l f  somehow g o t  away 
from them en r o u t e  and h a d n ' t  been found y e t .  
The whores p lay ing  ca rd s  a t  a c o r n e r  t a b l e  
e r u p t e d  i n t o  a v i o l e n t  argument, and Sing t u rned  and 
watched them c l o s e l y  and d e l i b e r a t e l y .  One slammed 
her  c a r d s  o n t o  t h e  t a b l e  and s tood  w i th  hands on h i p s ,  
r a n t i n g  f u r i o u s l y  a t  t h e  o t h e r s .  It w a s n ' t  K i m  b u t  he 
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k e p t  wa tch ing  anyway, a s  h e r  long  b l a c k  h a i r  bounced 
a b o u t  a g a i n s t  her c h e e k s ,  h e r  head snapp ing  from o n e  
t o  a n o t h e r .  The o t h e r s  w e r e  c h e a t s ,  s h e  s a i d ,  i n  
l e a g u e  a g a i n s t  h e r .  They t a l k e d  beh ind  h e r  back .  
They t o o k  cus tomers  from h e r .  They h a t e d  h e r ,  s h e  
s a i d .  But  soon s h e  was c a j o l e d  i n t o  c o n t i n u i n g  t h e  
game t h a t  went on and on  as a lways ,  from t h e  t i m e  t h e  
bar opened i n  t h e  morning u n t i l  it c l o s e d  a t  n i g h t .  
The w a i t e r s  a lways t a l k e d  a b o u t  dead w i v e s  o r  
dead s o n s  o r  d a u g h t e r s ,  and Sing  en joyed  l i s t e n i n g  t o  
t h e i r  s t o r i e s ,  t h e i r  v o i c e s ,  a s  h e  watched t h e  f l a r e s  
f l o a t  and t h e  r e d  t r a c e r s  s p i t  a c r o s s  t h e  r i v e r .  H e  
w a s  s o o t h e d  by t h e  f a m i l i a r  d rone  of t h e i r  h e a r t a c h e ,  
as h e  was soo thed  by t h e  d i s t a n t  c o l o r  of t h e  war 
a c r o s s  t h e  r iver.  The w a i t e r  was c r y i n g  by now, of 
c o u r s e ,  and  Sing n o t i c e d  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  how t h e  
t e a r s  on  t h e  w a i t e r ' s  cheeks  were l i k e  d e l i c a t e  c h i p s  
of  the f i n e s t ,  handblown g l a s s .  H e  c o n s i d e r e d  t h i s ,  
c o n s i d e r e d  s i t t i n g  forward  and l o o k i n g  more c l o s e l y ,  
maybe even  r e a c h i n g  o u t  t o  t o u c h ,  t o  s e e  i f  t h e y  w e r e  
g e n u i n e .  But he knew w i t h o u t  even b e g i n n i n g  t h a t  h e  
wasn ' t c a p a b l e .  
The e i g h t h  f l o o r  bar had  been a  c l a s s y  p l a c e  
once ;  t h e  round b a r  had twink led  w i t h  p o l i s h e d  g l a s s  
and suspended b o t t l e s ;  snappy,  i n s i s t e n t ,  French-  
s p e a k i n g  w a i t e r s  had r u s h e d  food and d r i n k s ,  t h e  room 
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s p i n n i n g  and aswirl  a b o u t  t h e  r i c h ,  t h e  s p i e s ,  and  t h e  
j o u r n a l i s t s ,  a t  b a l c o n y  t a b l e s  among p o t t e d  t r e e s .  
But by t h e  t i m e  S i n g  m e t  t h e  man who c o u l d  f l y ,  t h e  
war had  d u l l e d  t h e  p o l i s h  a n d  c h i p p e d  t h e  b a l c o n y  
p o t s ,  and  t h e  w a i t e r s  l ounged  a n d  a t e  o p e n l y  b e f o r e  
t h e  c u s t o m e r s .  By t h a t  t i m e  it had become a n o t h e r  
h a l f - b a k e d  r e s t a u r a n t  and  bar,  a n o t h e r  h a n g o u t  f o r  
whores  and  pimps and  t h e  t r a f f i c k i n g  o f  d r u g s ,  t h o u g h  
some o f  t h e  w a i t e r s  amused one  a n o t h e r  by s t i l l  
s p e a k i n g  F r e n c h  among t h e m s e l v e s ,  a s  i f  t o  a c t  o u t  
j u s t  how f a r  l i f e  had come. 
The n i g h t  S i n g  m e t  t h e  man who c o u l d  f l y ,  i t  was 
t h r e e  years since h e  h a d  a r r i v e d  a t  t h e  Mai-Loan, 
t h r e e  y e a r s  s i n c e  he  had  been a n  i n t e r p r e t e r  and  
i n t e r r o g a t o r  w i t h  t h e  I st Mar ines .  H e  came down t o  
Sai-Gon o n  a t h r e e - d a y  R & R ;  h i s  u n i t ,  what  was l e f t  of 
t h e  e i g h t e e n  who had  gone  o u t  - t h e  med ic ,  t h e  r a d i o  
o p e r a t o r ,  and h i m s e l f  - was awarded t h e  rest a l o n g  
w i t h  t h e  Bronze  S t a r  f o r  s a l v a g i n g  t h e m s e l v e s  from a n  
ambush t h a t  b r o u g h t  them s o  much more t h a n  t h e y  
e x p e c t e d .  The f i f t e e n  o t h e r s  d ropped  one a f t e r  
a n o t h e r  i n  s e c o n d s ,  b u t  t h e  t h r e e  of them w e r e  
i n v i n c i b l e .  A s  t h e  men t h e y  knew b e s t  on e a r t h  
d r o p p e d  d e a d ,  t h e  t h r e e  of  them f e l t  a power move 
w i t h i n ,  They walked r i g h t  o u t  i n t o  t h e  b u s h  a n d  
s c a t t e r e d  t h e  o t h e r s .  They were a c t u a l l y  c l o s e  enough 
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t o  see t h e  eyes  of t he  enemy, bulging i n  t h e  face of 
such audac i ty  and sac red  power. 
For t h e  t h r e e  days on R&R they  c o u l d n ' t  look a t  
each o t h e r ,  and they c o u l d n ' t  t a l k  of anything e l s e .  
They couldn ' t whore, they couldn ' t d r ink  anyth ing  b u t  
Coke, The whores and t h e  pimps kept  t h e i r  d i s t a n c e ,  
and d i d n ' t  even a t tempt  t o  break t h e  sacred  r i n g  t h e  
t h r e e  men had e s t a b l i s h e d .  Even t h e  s t r e e t  k i d s  and 
the  beggars were d r i v e n  away by t h e i r  hollow, 
possessed looks ,  edging by t o  a l low them p l e n t y  of 
room, c r o s s i n g  t h e  street way u p  ahead when they saw 
t h e  t h r e e  of them coming. 
They c o u l d n ' t  t a l k  about anyth ing  b u t  t h e  dumb, 
dead motherfuckers ,  a s  they walked down t h e  s t r e e t ,  as 
they s a t  i n  b a r s ,  t he  express ions  on the  f a c e s  of t h e  
dead,  t h e i r  arms akimbo or s t r e t c h e d  above t h e i r  heads 
j u s t  so ,  t h e i r  l e g s  t w i s t e d ,  t h e  c o l o r  of t h e i r  blood,  
t h e i r  eyes  round and wide and w e t ,  l i k e  s l i c e d  
cucumbers, And t h e  t h r e e  of them, t h e  o n l y  t h r e e  
noncombatants i n  t h e  whole marine corps probably,  t h e  
only  t h r e e  who d i d n ' t  ca r ry  r i f l e s  had f i n a l l y  picked 
up r i f l e s  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t ime. And t h e r e  they  were. 
And a l l  t h e  o t h e r s ,  those  t r a i n e d ,  hardened k i l l e r s ,  
those  dumb f u c k e r s  were dead. They shook t h e i r  heads.  
They couldn '  t be l i eve  i t .  They t a l k e d  day and n i g h t ,  
i n  t h e i r  e n l i s t e d  men's q u a r t e r s  a f t e r  cur few,  i n  one 
o f  t h e i r  rooms, on one o f  t h e i r  beds .  They t a l k e d  
because  t hey  c o u l d n ' t  s l e e p .  
Then t h e  n i g h t  be fo r e  t hey  w e r e  t o  l e a v e ,  they  
l e f t  each o t h e r  a t  1 0 ~ 3 0 ,  g iv ing  each a few hours  
a l o n e  b e f o r e  t h e  7:00 A.M. f l i g h t  back t o  Phu-Bai and 
t h e  two hour m a i l  t r u c k  r i d e  back t o  t h e  u n i t .  S ing 
walked t h e  streets u n t i l  1 1 : Q O  o ' c l o c k  curfew,  end ing  
up on t h e  e i g h t h  f l o o r  b a r  a t  t h e  Mai-Loan. H e  took a  
ba lcony  seat and watched t he  l i g h t s  of t h e  w a r  a c r o s s  
t h e  r i v e r ,  s i p p ing  a Ba-Muoi-Ba, t h e  t r a c e r s ,  t h e  
f l a r e s ,  t h e  bombs, so  f a r  away, so long gone i n  t h e  
n i g h t .  H e  s a t  mesmerized and dreamy, h i s  bee r  gone, 
h i s  head r e s t i n g  back a g a i n s t  t h e  c h a i r ,  u n t i l  t h e  
b a r t e n d e r  shu t  o f f  t he  l i g h t s  and a w a i t e r  tapped h i s  
s h o u l d e r .  S ing bought a room down t h e  h a l l  f o r  t h e  
n i g h t  and d i d n ' t  l eave  t h e  e i g h t h  f l o o r  f o r  t h r e e  
y e a r s .  
S i n g ' s  f a t h e r  had been a mar ine ,  too .  ~ e ' d  been 
s h o t  i n  t h e  head i n  t he  P a c i f i c  and s t i l l  c a r r i e d  a  
s t e e l  p l a t e  t h a t  on c e r t a i n  c loudy days ,  when 
something i n  t h e  a i r  was j u s t  r i g h t ,  r o l l e d  h i s  eyes  
back i n  h i s  head ,  l i g h t i n g  him u p  i n s i d e  l i k e  a 
Chr is tmas  t r e e .  And every  Chr is tmas  Eve, once t h e  
t r e e  had been purchased from B i r ch  ' s Greenhouse, 
propped i n  S i n g ' s  wagon and dragged t h e  e i g h t  b locks  
back t o  t h e i r  house through snow-wet Northern 
Wisconsin s t r e e t s ,  and b e f o r e  t h e  tree was on t h e  
s t a n d  and p laced  i n  t h e  spo t  i n  f r o n t  of t h e  bay 
window f o r  d e c o r a t i n g ,  h i s  f a t h e r  s tood  w i t h  arms 
ex tended ,  l e g s  sp read-eag led ,  a g reen  Chr is tmas  tree 
bulb  i n  each hand and a red one i n  h i s  mouth. And a s  
h i s  o n l y  c h i l d  looked on i n  d e l i g h t ,  he  asked o u t  
beyond t h e  b u l b  l i k e  a 1920 ' s  g a n g s t e r ,  " H e l l ,  we 
d o n ' t  need a t r e e ,  do w e ,  Son?" 
But h i s  f a t h e r ' s  p a t r i o t i s m  was s o  ex t reme  and 
t i n g e d  w i t h  such  t e r r o r  and v io l ence  t h a t  it w a s  
n e a r l y  a s  i f  h i s  f a t h e r  wished t h e  b u l l e t  had k i l l e d  
him for h i s  c o u n t r y ,  a lmost  a s  i f  he was ashamed it 
hadn ' t. H e  l e c t u r e d  h i s  only  c h i l d  on t h e  c o r r u p t i o n  
of t h e  young and t h e  loss of  men w i th  r e a l  b a l l s  i n  
t h i s  c rumbl ing world.  A v e i n  s t u c k  o u t  p rominen t ly  i n  
h i s  f o r ehead  once he g o t  s t a r t e d .  H e  po in t ed  a t  t h e  
t e l e v i s i o n  f o r  i l l u s t r a t i o n ,  r a n t i n g  and r a g i n g  f o r  
hours  a t  t h e  h i p p i e s ,  t h e  p u s s i e s ,  and t h e  s i s s i e s .  
H e  e x h o r t e d  S i n g  c o n s t a n t l y  t o  keep h i s  head h igh ,  t o  
e a t  t h e  good food h i s  mother p r epa red ,  to  keep h i s  
eyes  open a t  a l l  t imes  and t o  never  back down from a 
good f i g h t .  But always f i g h t  to k i l l ,  no m a t t e r  who 
it w a s ,  no matter what. Grab t h e  n e a r e s t  rock  i f  h e  
needed t o .  People were out  t o  g e t  him, h e  s a i d .  
Don' t t r u s t  anyone. Always hold something back f o r  
r e s e r v e .  
From t h e  t i m e  Sing was e i g h t ,  h i s  f a t h e r  moved 
a l l  t h e  f u r n i t u r e  ou t  of  t h e  l i v i n g  room every evening 
and every Saturday af ternoon and taught  h i s  son hand- 
to-hand combat on the  l i v i n g  room rug. By t h e  t i m e  
Sing was twelve he could gouge, r i p  and choke h i s  
c lassmates  a t  t h e  l e a s t  provocation.  But he 
d i scovered  a s  he grew o l d e r  t h a t  he d i d n ' t  want t o  r i p  
h i s  c l a s sma te s '  t h r o a t s  ou t .  H e  worshiped h i s  f a t h e r  
a s  h e  thundered through t h e  house l i k e  G o l i a t h ,  and he 
t r i e d  h i s  ha rdes t  t o  do anything h i s  f a t h e r  wished him 
t o  do.  But away from t h e  house Sing found himself 
read ing  books, l i k i n g  h i s  t e a c h e r s ,  and even s e c r e t l y  
p l ay ing  jump rope with g i r l s .  H e  grew s t r a d d l i n g  t h e  
world and e n l i s t e d  i n  t h e  Marines t o  p l e a s e  h i s  
f a t h e r ,  bu t  r e fused  t o  c a r r y  a r i f l e  t o  p l e a s e  
h imse l f .  H e  d i d n ' t  want to come home from t h e  war a s  
h i s  f a t h e r  had,  a h a t e r  of t h e  world wi th  buzzers i n  
h i s  head. 
S i n g ' s  second n igh t  a t  the  Mai-Loan one of t h e  
whores l e f t  h e r  ca rd  game t o  come and s i t  nex t  t o  him 
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a t  h i s  t a b l e .  Her name was K i m ,  she  s a i d .  She t a l k e d  
f o r  two hours  abou t  he r  dead mother and f a t h e r  and two 
l i t t l e  b r o t h e r s .  She moved her  l ong ,  m i n i - s k i r t e d  
l e g s  back and f o r t h  from t i m e  t o  t i m e  a s  s h e  t a l k e d .  
She had been working t h e s e  t h r e e  long y e a r s  j u s t  t o  
g e t  them a l l  o u t  of  t h e r e  a l i v e ,  away from t h e  war, 
away from Viet-Nam fo r eve r .  But now she s p i t  on V i e t -  
Nam f o r e v e r ,  s h e  s a i d ,  because t h e y  were dead ,  k i l l e d  
t h a t  ve ry  week i n  t h e i r  house on Truong-Ming-Ky. She 
cou ld  s e e  how it had been f o r  them, s h e  s a i d ,  
s p l a t t e r e d  l i k e  mice i n  a  b a r r e l  a s  they  r a n  from w a l l  
t o  w a l l  f o r  r e f u g e ,  s c r a t c h i n g  t h e  d i r t  f l o o r  f o r  t h e  
basement t h a t  w a s n ' t  t h e r e .  A s  she  t a l k e d ,  h e r  
a n g u l a r ,  hollow-eyed f a c e  seemed d r a i n e d ,  y e t  s t i l l  
l ong ing  f o r  marrow and blood and human l i f e .  She 
f i n s h e d  by t e l l i n g  him t h a t  she would h i r e  him a s  h e r  
p r o t e c t i o n  i f  he wished.  She d i d n ' t  need i t ,  bu t  you 
never  knew. She d i d n '  t c a r e  about  money f o r  h e r s e l f  
anymore. Then she  r e tu rned  t o  h e r  game and never  
spoke t o  him a g a i n .  
So K i m  t ook  S ing  on a s  her  p r o t e c t i o n ,  though i n  
h i s  t h r e e  y e a r s  t h e r e  he  had t o  t h i n k  abou t  p r o t e c t i n g  
he r  on ly  once.  A n  American c i v i l i a n  found h i s  way up 
t o  t h e  e i g h t h  f l o o r  b a r ,  g o t  d runk ,  and began punching 
K i m  i n  t h e  eyes  and mouth wi th  s h o r t ,  p r o f e s s i o n a l -  
b o x e r - l i k e  j a b s  and chopping r i g h t  hands. There w a s  
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no sound a t  a l l ,  o t h e r  t h a n  t h e  s l a p  of  s k i n  and  bone  
a g a i n s t  s k i n  and  bone, and K i m  w a s  t o o  amazed t o  e v e n  
s h o u t  f o r  him, So by t h e  t i m e  S i n g  s a w  what  w a s  g o i n g  
on ,  t h e  b a r t e n d e r  b roke  t h e  man 's  head w i t h  a  chunk of 
l e a d  p i p e  he k e p t  behind  t h e  b a r .  
S i n g  s l e p t  l a t e  e v e r y  morning and a l l  a f t e r n o o n  
r e a d  t h e  Vie tnamese  newspapers ,  b r o u g h t  t o  him e a c h  
day a t  noon a l o n g  wi th  h i s  c i g a r e t t e s  by t h e  t w e l v e -  
y e a r - o l d  Mai-Loan doorguard ,  d r u g d e a l e r  a n d  pimp i n  a 
t u r n e d  up j u n g l e  h a t  w i t h  a Benson and Hedges 100 
d r o o p i n g  from h i s  c h i n  t o  h i s  s h i r t  b u t t o n s .  Then, 
from two o ' c l o c k  i n  t h e  a f t e r n o o n  on ,  S i n g  s a t  a t  h i s  
b a l c o n y  t a b l e  d r i n k i n g  Canadian Club chased  w i t h  B a -  
Muoi-Ba. B e f o r e  t h e  b a r t e n d e r  s h u t  o u t  t h e  l i g h t s  a t  
midn igh t  and went  home, he l e f t  a b o t t l e  o f  whiskey  
and f i v e  b o t t l e s  of w a r m  b e e r  l i n e d  up  on S i n g ' s  
t a b l e ,  A f t e r  t h e  b a r  w a s  c l o s e d  and d a r k  and everyone  
was gone ,  S i n g ' s  g l a s s  c l i n k e d  as he poured  more 
whiskey  and h i s  c i g a r e t t e  hung down a l o n g  t h e  s i d e  of  
h i s  c h a i r  u n t i l  it burned h i s  f i n g e r s  and h e  p u t  it 
o u t  t o  l i g h t  a n o t h e r .  H e  d rank  and s t a r e d  o u t  t h e  
window u n t i l  dawn, t r y i n g  t o  remember i f  t h e r e  e v e r  
was a t i m e  when t h e r e  was a n y t h i n g  b u t  w a r  a c r o s s  t h e  
r i v e r .  
K i m  s u p p l i e d  s i n g ' s  room, h i s  newspapers ,  h i s  
f o o d ,  h i s  l i q u o r ,  h i s  c i g a r e t t e s ,  and h i s  one set  o f  
c l o t h e s .  She could  a f f o r d  him, she  was t h e  b e s t  whore 
i n  t h e  p l a c e .  N o  one cou ld  compete wi th  h e r  l e a n  d a r k  
b e a u t y .  They had few customers up o n  t h e  e i g h t h  
f l o o r ,  b u t  t h e  b e s t  of t h o s e  who came, came t o  K i m .  
and t h e y  p a i d  what she  demanded, no m a t t e r  how 
o u t r a g e o u s  h e r  p r i c e  o f  t h e  moment w a s ,  p u l l i n g  
h a n d f u l s  of p i a s t e r s  and b lack  market  M. P. C. ' s from 
t h e i r  p o c k e t s  i n  g r e e n ,  r e d ,  b l u e ,  and t a n  p r o f u s i o n  
l i k e  Chr is tmas .  Even h e r  most t i m i d  r e q u e s t s  brought  
o f f e r s  o f  cameras,  r e f  r i g e r a t o r s ,  r a d i o s ,  and c a r s .  
K i m  t o l d  t h e  w a i t e r s  t o  pay a t t e n t i o n  to  s i n g ' s  
needs .  They knew when he wanted a  d r i n k  and when h e  
was hungry. H e  a te  what a l l  t h e  h e l p  a t e ,  when t h e y  
a t e  it. He shaved eve ry  t h i r d  day b u t  k e p t  h i s  b lond 
h a i r  l o n g ,  l i k e  C u s t e r ,  c u t t i n g  it only  e v e r y  s i x  
months by chopping h a n d f u l s  o f f  wi th  a  r a z o r - s h a r p ,  
bone-handled k i t c h e n  k n i f e .  H e  wore a  b l a c k  pajama 
s h i r t  and b l a c k  pajama p a n t s .  H e  h a d n ' t  s a i d  twenty-  
f i v e  words i n  t h r e e  y e a r s -  
The w a i t e r  l e f t  and t h e  man who cou ld  f l y  s e t t l e d  
i n  a t  t h e  seat a c r o s s  s i n g ' s  t a b l e .  S ing  w a s  m i l d l y  
d i s t u r b e d ,  b u t  t h e  man who could  f l y  began t a l k i n g  a t  
o n c e ,  as soon a s  he s e t t l e d  i n .  H e  t a l k e d  on and on,  
h i s  monologue weaving and bending and wrapping around 
S i n g ' s  head l i k e  an  i n s i s t e n t ,  e v i l  snake. 
Sing couldn'  t see  t h e  man who could f l y  very  
w e l l ,  though he  w a s  only  f i v e  f e e t  from him; he  
c o u l d n ' t  seem t o  make him o u t .  Sing looked back 
a c r o s s  t h e  r i v e r  and l i s t e n e d ,  t h e  f l a r e s  b u r s t i n g ,  
t h e  bombs f a l l i n g ,  t h e  war con t inu ing .  
The man who could f l y  s a i d  t h e  war had seen i t s  
b e t t e r  days .  It w i l l  end soon, he s a i d .  T h e r e  w a s  no 
doub t  about  i t ,  now t h a t  t h e  American p u l l o u t  had 
begun, no doubt  a t  a l l .  Soon, very  soon, t h e  V i e t -  
cong w i l l  have t h i n g s  t h e i r  way. They w i l l  make t h e  
coun t ry  s t r o n g ,  they w i l l  make it Vietnamese a g a i n .  
And h igh  t i m e ,  t o o ,  h e  s a i d ,  h igh  t ime.  They w i l l  
r i d e  i n t o  Sai-Gon l i k e  t h e  heroes  they  are ,  l i k e  t h e  
French Res i s t ance  l i b e r a t i n g  Paris. The r e v o l u t i o n  
w i l l  come, f i n a l l y  it w i l l  come. V i e t - N a m  w i l l  
c l e a n s e  i t s e l f  of American f i l t h  and deg rada t i on .  The 
people  w i l l  hold  t h e i r  heads h igh  aga in .  T h e  whores 
and pimps and ba r t ende r s  w i l l  be marched i n t o  t h e  sea .  
T h e  man who could f l y  waved h i s  hand d r a m a t i c a l l y  
o v e r  t h e  table between them. Sing could  ba r e ly  make 
o u t  a  s m i l e  on h i s  i n s u b s t a n t i a l  f a c e .  
H e  had j u s t  come from Nha-Trang and t h e  
c o l l a b o r a t o r s  were f l e e i n g  down Highway One i n  d r o v e s ,  
their  o x c a r t s  c l i p c l o p p i n g ,  banging ou t  music to  t h e  
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r e v o l u t i o n a r y ' s  e a r s .  And t h e  Americans w e r e  a l r e a d y  
gone from Mha-Trang, t h e i r  huge a i r b a s e  d e s e r t e d .  
They were d i s a p p e a r i n g  from bases  everywhere ,  a l l  o v e r  
V i e t - N a m ,  as  i f  someone had passed a magic wand over  
t h e  coun t ry ,  a s  i f  someone had f i n a l l y  p u l l e d  t h e  
p lug - 
With g r e a t  e f f o r t  Sing tu rned  toward t h e  b a r ,  H e  
wished t h e  man who could f l y  would d i s a p p e a r  and l e t  
h i m  be once a g a i n ,  He was uncomfortable now. For  t h e  
f i r s t  t ime  i n  t h r e e  yea r s  he was d i s t u r b e d  by a 
bee on glass, by a bee  which r e f u s e d  t o  go away. But 
f i n a l l y ,  when S ing  looked back a g a i n ,  t h e  man who 
could  f l y  r e a l l y  had d i sappeared .  Sing looked a l l  
around t h e  room and out  over  t h e  r i v e r  and t h e  s t r e e t  
below, We s e i z e d  h i s  c h a i r  arms and wondered suddenly  
i f  h e ,  t o o ,  might f l y  o u t  t h e  window. 
Fo r  t h e  f i r s t  t ime i n  t h r e e  y e a r s  S ing  r e t u r n e d  
t o  his room b e f o r e  t h e  bar c lo sed .  H e  entered and 
went d i r e c t l y  o u t  o n t o  t h e  sma l l ,  cement balcony 
w i t h o u t  even b o t h e r i n g  t o  t u r n  on t h e  l i g h t .  H e  
l e aned  o u t  a g a i n s t  t h e  cement r a i l i n g  and r a n  h i s  
f i n g e r s  a long  its roughness. The b r eeze  i n  h i s  h a i r  
made him f e e l  l i gh theaded .  H e  looked a t  t h e  sky and 
t h e  r i v e r  and t h e  s t r e e t  below. R e  s a w  a sampan 
f i l l e d  w i t h  c h i l d r e n  and a w i t h e r e d  o l d  man. It 
bobbed and  r o l l e d  and p i t c h e d  fo rward  on t h e  end  o f  
t h e  a n c h o r  r o p e ,  as t h e  h e l p l e s s  o l d  man p u l l e d  and 
p u l l e d  on  t h e  r o p e  w i t h  a l l  h i s  s k i n n y  migh t ,  t h e  
c h i l d r e n  r o c k i n g  from one end  of t h e  b o a t  t o  t h e  
o t h e r .  Down t h e  s t r e e t  a t i n y  b l u e  and  w h i t e  t a x i c a b  
was p a r k e d ,  t h e  d r i v e r  and h i s  fare  - a  b l a c k  mar ine  - 
b o t h  g e s t u r i n g  i n  t h e  middle  of t h e  s t r e e t ,  o b l i v i o u s  
t o  t h e  t r a f f i c  c a r e e n i n g  a b o u t  them. On t h e  c u r b  i n  
f r o n t  of t h e  h o t e l ,  an emacia ted  x i c h - l o  d r i v e r  
t a l k i n g  w i t h  a n o t h e r  marine suddenly  t h r e w  b o t h  hands 
i n t o  t h e  a i r  and laughed a l l  t h e  way t o  heaven .  S i n g  
watched t h e  doorguard  below s l i p  money i n t o  h i s  s h i r t  
pocke t  w i t h  o n e  hand and extend a pack of  c i g a r e t t e s  
w i t h  t h e  o t h e r .  And i n  t h e  c e n t e r  of t h e  s treet ,  i n  
h i s  t i n y  k i o s k ,  a White Mouse d i r e c t e d  t r a f f i c ,  h i s  
wh i t e -g loved  hands  moving i n  p e r f e c t  c o o r d i n a t i o n ,  
o r c h e s t r a t i n g ,  p o i n t i n g  and d i r e c t i n g  e a c h  i n  t u r n .  
S i n g  r e a d  of t h e  American w i t h d r a w a l  i n  t h e  
Vie tnamese  newspapers ,  bu t  h e  n e v e r  b e l i e v e d  them. 
They were f a i r y l a n d :  m o v i e s t a r s  , g o s s i p  columns,  
husband a d v e r t i s e m e n t s ,  c r e a t e d  s o u r c e s  and  government 
c o n t r o l ,  He n e v e r  took t h e m  s e r i o u s l y  f o r  a moment, 
e s p e c i a l l y  t h e  warnings  of an  imminent Sai-Gon 
s u r r e n d e r .  Bu t  h e  saw t h e  enemy come now, moving down 
t h e  s t r e e t ,  a  g r e a t  t ang l ed  b l ade  of i r o n  - t a n k s ,  
j e e p s ,  t r u c k s ,  Freedom F i g h t e r s  a t o p  armoured 
pe r sonne l  c a r r i e r s ,  b r and i sh ing  weapons and c r y i n g  
t h e i r  maniacal  love  of Ho - heading down Le-Loi t o  t h e  
end and back a g a i n ,  And back aga in  and aga in  and 
a g a i n ,  
Sing looked o u t  a c r o s s  t h e  r i v e r ,  grabbed t h e  
ba lcony  r a i l i n g ,  and ga thered  himself  up on h i s  t o e s  
l i k e  God. Huge b a l l s  of l i g h t  from pa rachu t e  f l a r e s  
popped and f l o a t e d  down t h e  sky l i k e  e y e s ,  and s t r i n g s  
of red tracers wound round and round and up and down. 
H e  c o u l d n ' t  h e l p  h imse l f .  H e  began t h i n k i n g  of  
Chr is tmas  Eve i n  snow-wet c i t y  s t r e e t s  and of 
Chr is tmas  t r e e s  of r e d  and g r een ,  H e  r e l e a s e d  t h e  
ba lcony  r a i l i n g  and rocked back on h i s  f e e t ,  l e t t i n g  
h i s  hands hang a t  h i s  s i d e s ,  H e  sh ive red  and shook 
l i k e  bamboo a s  he f e l t  t h e  wind ru sh  by h i s  f a c e ,  
a l r e a d y  p i c k i n g  up h i s  long h a i r  l i k e  f i n g e r s .  
TALKING 
Every morning a f t e r  t h e  postcard a r r i v e d  t h r e e  
weeks ago, Lang walked down t o  t h e  l a k e  a t  6: 0 0  A.M. 
and s a t  o u t  on the  end of t h e  p i e r  u n t i l  dark .  The 
p i e r  was a t e n  block walk down Sherman Avenue from h i s  
apar tment  on Gorham S t r e e t ,  and he walked it r a p i d l y ,  
t r y i n g  no t  t o  look up a t  t h e  huge houses which loomed 
above him on t h e  o l d  s t r e e t ,  Sherman Avenue had 
formerly  been the  a b s o l u t e  f a sh ion  of t h e  c i t y ,  but  by 
that t i m e ,  had degenerated i n t o  two rows of crumbling,  
shabby houses d iv ided  i n t o  apar tments .  H e  could 
imagine each  one explod ing  as he walked, blown one 
upon ano the r  i n  h i s  mind, b r i c k s  f a l l i n g ,  r o o f s  caving 
i n ,  much l i k e  t h e  shabby crumbling of h i s  own l i f e .  
The p i e r  was a long one,  s t r e t c h i n g  o u t  a hundred 
yards  i n t o  t h e  b lue  lake. From i t s  end Lang could 
look around t h e  curve  o f  t h e  lake  at t h e  h o t e l s  and 
h i g h - r i s e  campus b u i l d i n g s  from a d i f f e r e n t  
p e r s p e c t i v e ,  u n t i l  they appeared p a r t  of a country  so  
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f o r e i g n  t ha t  n o t h i n g  reminded him of t h e  p o s t c a r d  and 
t h e  p a s t .  H e  cou ld  spend t h e  whole day  i g n o r i n g  them 
i n  t h e  b l u e  wa te r .  
But once  da rk  came and he  r e t u r n e d  t o  h i s  
a p a r t m e n t ,  t h e  p o s t c a r d  was a lways  t h e r e  on t h e  
k i t c h e n  c o u n t e r  t o p ,  whi te  enough t o  r e f l e c t  l i g h t ,  
s t a r i n g  back a t  him and demanding a t t e n t i o n ,  l i k e  it 
had e y e s .  "we'll b e  a r r i v i n g  a t  9:00 A . M . ,  J u n e  3 r d .  
1'11 come t o  your  apar tment  a f t e r  suppe r ,  a b o u t  7 : O O .  
I can h a r d l y  w a i t  t o  see you a g a i n  and t a l k  o v e r  o l d  
t i m e s  ( and  keep warm! ) . Love, ~ n n e .  " 
Lang r e t u r n e d  f r e s h  from the Ia-Drang V a l l e y  i n  
September of  s i x t y - s e v e n ,  remembering of t h e  end  o n l y  
t h e  bounce and ru sh  of t h e  p l a n e  and t h e  cr ies and 
u p r o a r i o u s  c l a p p i n g  of h i s  comrades,  as t h e y  b u r s t  o u t  
i n t o  t h e  c o l d  a i r  and  f e l l  o n  t h e i r  knees  t o  k i s s  t h e  
c o n c r e t e  runway of t h e  coun t ry  which had n e a r l y  k i l l e d  
them. H e  n e v e r  even bo thered  t o  r e t u r n  t o  h i s  
N o r t h e r n  Wisconsin  home, bu t  began s c h o o l  a t  once .  
H i s  f a t h e r  had d i e d  when he was t w e l v e  and h i s  mother  
when he was i n  b a s i c  t r a i n i n g .  H e  s i g n e d  up f o r  h i s  
monthly  G.I. B i l l  a l l o t m e n t  and used h i s  s e p a r a t i o n  
pay  to r e n t  an apa r tmen t ,  pay t u i t i o n ,  and buy books 
and c l o t h e s .  H e  s e t t l e d  i n  i n  two days .  
On t h e  Monday c l a s s e s  began,  a s  he  headed down 
t h e  s t r e e t  i n  a n  o l d  f a t i g u e  s h i r t ,  someone threw a 
f u l l  box of  Kleenex o u t  a p a s s i n g  c a r  window and h i t  
h i m  i n  t h e  stomach, H e  doubled over and s p i l l e d  h i s  
books a l l  ove r  t h e  cement. A block f u r t h e r  down t h e  
s t r e e t  a  c a r  back f i r ed  and he  dove f o r  cover  i n t o  a 
nearby hedge. L a t e r ,  i n  h i s  f i r s t  c l a s s  - p o l i t i c a l  
s c i e n c e  - an ex-marine s tood  and began emo t iona l l y  
de f end ing  h i s  r o l e  a s  a n a i v e  seven teen-year -o ld  i n  
t h e  A-Chau Val ley .  The c l a s s  rose i n  un i son ,  l i k e  a  
dance  chorus ,  and booed and hooted h i m  r i g h t  o u t  t h e  
door .  
A f t e r  c l a s s e s  Lang r e t u r n e d  t o  h i s  apar tment  and 
locked and cha ined  t h e  door .  H e  swi tched on t h e  
t e l e v i s i o n ,  p u t  h i s  f e e t  u p  on t h e  c o f f e e  t a b l e  and 
popped a quart of J&B. He drank and watched 
t e l e v i s i o n  and a t e  bologna sandwiches. By t h r e e  
o ' c l o c k  when he  cl imbed i n t o  bed he was f i r m  i n  his 
mind, I t  was a s  if he had d i ed  and been born a g a i n  on 
ano the r  p l a n e t ,  h e  dec ided ,  wi thout  any e x p e r i e n c e  a t  
a l l ,  The war was a l l  he remembered - it had been s o  
a l l -consuming and h e  had been on ly  s even t een  - t h e  
on ly  e x p e r i e n c e  h e  had. But  now, s i n c e  he  a l lowed  
h i m s e l f  t o  remember l i t t l e  of t h a t ,  s i n c e  he b locked 
t h a t  o u t  a lmos t  t o t a l l y  - h i s  r e a c t i o n  t o  the 
b a c k f i r i n g  c a r  had j u s t  been a  we l l - cond i t i oned  
r e f l e x  - e v e r y t h i n g  was p lay ing  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t ime.  
H e  l a y  i n  t h e  dark and s t a r e d  a t  t h e  c e i l i n g .  But he  
had l e a r n e d  something a l r e a d y .  No one  had t o  know 
any th ing .  He would t e l l  no one,  and no one would e v e r  
know. H e  imagined t h e  rest of h i s  l i f e  a  p roce s s ion  
of  days  and n i g h t s  j u s t  l i k e  t h i s  a f t e r n o o n  and 
even ing  had been. H e  w a s  c o n t e n t  imagining it so .  
A f t e r  t h a t  n i g h t  Lang s topped  wear ing o l d  f a t i g u e  
s h i r t s .  H e  went t o  c l a s s e s  and r e t u r n e d  t o  h i s  
apar tment  immediately a f t e rwa rd  . H e  bought g r o c e r i e s  
and l i q u o r  a t  t h e  Gorham Street Corner Market and 
r e t u r n e d  w i th  h i s  s t a p l e s  a t  once. H e  watched 
t e l e v i s i o n ,  drank J & B ,  and pa id  h i s  r e n t  by m a i l .  He 
d i d n ' t  speak a word aloud to  anyone. 
But one F r iday  a f t e rnoon  i n  e a r l y  A p r i l ,  t h e  
f i r s t  w a r m  day of s p r i n g ,  a s  he was head ing  t o  h i s  
apar tment  down Un ive r s i t y  Avenue toward Gorham S t r e e t ,  
he  s topped  i n  f r o n t  of t he  602 C lub  b a r .  H e  had 
passed t h e  p l a c e  tw ice  a  day f o r  s i x  months, t o  and 
from s c h o o l ,  bu t  today was t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  he s topped .  
H e  f e l t  t h e  sun  on h i s  f l a n n e l  s h i r t  a s  h e  s t ood  i n  
t h e  middle  of t h e  s idewalk,  The a i r  smel led  e x c i t i n g .  
I t  was a  F r i day  a f t e r n o o n  a f t e r  s choo l  i n  t h e  s p r i n g  
t i m e ,  a  day no th ing  could go  wrong. H e  looked up a t  
t h e  g r een  wooden s i g n  with "602"  ca rved  unevenly i n t o  
i t ,  He walked t o  t h e  e n t r a n c e  and looked i n  th rough  
t h e  sc reened  door ,  He could  smell b e e r ,  c i g a r e t t e  
smoke, and o l d  wood. H e  s h i f t e d  h i s  books t o  t h e  
o t h e r  arm. 
Lang s a t  on a s t o o l  nex t  t o  t h e  f r o n t  window, 
o rdered  a schooner of bee r ,  and lit a F a l l  Mall. Re 
t u r n e d  i n  h i s  s t o o l  and looked around t h e  d a r k ,  p a l e -  
g r een  b a r .  H e  recognized h i s  p h y s i c s  p r o f e s s o r  - a  
s t o c k y ,  bearded man a l l  i n  b l a c k ,  on ly  h i s  f a c e  and 
hands b r eak ing  t h e  b lack  smudge - t a l k i n g  i n t e n t l y  a t  
t h e  end of  t h e  b a r  wi th  a  young man w i th  a  b lond 
p o n y t a i l  and a b e a u t i f u l  f a c e .  There were r o w s  of  
g r een  boo ths  a long  each wa l l  of t h e  back room and 
l ong ,  forrnica-topped t a b l e s  j amrned i n t o  t h e  space  
between. Two grey-hai red  men played c r i b b a g e  a t  one  
of t h e  t a b l e s ,  a bearded s t u d e n t  w i t h  them, h i s  
bookbag hanging o f f  h i s  cha i rback .  They whooped and 
i n s u l t e d  each o t h e r  good-naturedly as t h e  men moved 
t h e  pegs up and down t h e  board.  
Lang t u rned  and looked a t  h imsel f  i n  t h e  m i r r o r  
behind t h e  b a r .  H e  t i pped  h i s  head and f e l t  behind 
h i s  c o l l a r .  H i s  l i g h t  brown h a i r  w a s  beg inn ing  t o  
grow l o n g ,  and he  had grown a  bea rd ,  which t o  h i s  
s u r p r i s e  had come ou t  b lack .  H e  t u rned  away. H e  
d i d n ' t  even have t o  look i n  t h e  m i r r o r  t o  shave  
anymore, 
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He o rde red  ano the r  bee r  and a package of P a l l  
M a l l  and watched t h e  b a r t e n d e r  move from t h e  t a p ,  t o  
t h e  o l d ,  wooden c i g a r e t t e  d i s p e n s e r ,  back t o  t h e  s p o t  
a t  t h e  b a r  i n  f r o n t  of him, Eang l a y  a l l  h i s  money 
o u t  on t h e  ba r  and l e t  t he  b a r t e n d e r  t a k e  what was 
n e c e s s a r y .  Lang was j u s t  a n o t h e r  s t u d e n t .  H e  cou ld  
be  anyone,  
An hour l a t e r  a  man and woman e n t e r e d  w i t h  g u i t a r  
cases and s tood  a long  t h e  b a r  nex t  t o  Lang 's  s t o o l .  
They o rde r ed  d r i n k s  and cont inued t o  s t a n d ,  t h e i r  
c a s e s  n e x t  t o  t h e i r  f e e t .  They s ipped  t h e i r  d r i n k s  
and t a l k e d  q u i e t l y .  
L a t e r ,  t h e  woman asked Lang i f  t hey  cou ld  s t o r e  
t h e i r  c a s e s  f o r  a  t i m e ,  o u t  of t h e  way, nex t  t o  t h e  
w a l l  by t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  of h i s  s t o o l .  H e  nodded his 
head and she  smi led  a t  him. Thank you,  s h e  s a i d .  
L a t e r  s t i l l ,  she tu rned  t o  Lang a g a i n ,  s m i l i n g ,  a 
t i n y  mouth w i t h  p e r f e c t  whi te  t e e t h .  H e r  h a i r  was 
long  and s t r a i g h t  and her  forehead h igh .  Her eyes  
s q u i n t e d  and made l i n e s  when she  smi led ,  l i k e  t h e  
qu i ck  m e o w  of a  cat .  Did he come h e r e  o f t e n ?  No? 
They never  came h e r e .  The p l a c e  always looked creepy 
t o  them. I t  w a s  t h e i r  f i r s t  t i m e .  They were 
mus i c i ans ,  obv ious ly .  She laughed. She and Sk ip ,  
h e r e ,  h e r  husband. They w e r e  on t h e i r  way t o  a g i g  a t  
e i g h t - t h i r t y ,  and they  stopped i n  h e r e  on t h e  way. 
The Bra t  and Brau on Regent ,  d i d  he know i t ?  No? 
R igh t  on Regent ,  a c r o s s  from U n i v e r s i t y  Apartments .  
The f i r s t  t i m e  Lang opened h i s  mouth h i s  v o i c e  
c racked ,  b u t  i n  no t i m e  a t  a l l  it was running smoothly 
a g a i n .  Soon they were t a l k i n g  and d r i n k i n g  
comfor tab ly ,  l i k e  o l d  f r i e n d s .  She wanted t o  know 
t h i s ,  s h e  wanted t o  know t h a t .  They l i v e d  i n  a n  
apar tment  on t h e  e a s t s i d e ,  o f f  Atwood. Did h e  know 
where Atwood was? NO, he was new i n  town and d i d n ' t  
g e t  around much. She went t o  s c h o o l ,  music,  of 
c o u r s e ,  and Sk ip ,  h e r e ,  h e r  husband, worked a t  
U n i v e r s i t y  H o s p i t a l s  as a j a n i t o r .  They needed t h e  
money, s h e  shrugged.  B u t  they  would make it soon,  she  
added q u i c k l y ,  r i s i n g  t o  h e r  t i p t o e s .  They w e r e  on 
t h e  ve rge  now f o r  su r e .  
She moved even c l o s e r  t o  Lang as t hey  t a l k e d .  
She looked a t  him warmly, even s e d u c t i v e l y ,  it seemed. 
She squeezed h i s  arm of t e n  and laughed.  He w a s  a lmos t  
s u r e  a t  one p o i n t  t h a t  he f e l t  h e r  warm t h i g h  c a r e s s  
t h e  s i d e  of h i s  l e g ,  and even though he knew it 
c o u l d n ' t  be ,  he looked a t  h e r  p e r f e c t  t e e t h ,  and 
n e a r l y  f o r g o t  t h a t  he r  husband, Sk ip ,  was t h e r e .  
L a t e r ,  a t  8 ~ 0 0 ,  she  i n v i t e d  Lang t o  a t t e n d  t h e i r  
performance a t  t h e  Bra t  and Brau a f t e r  9:00, t h e n  she 
a n d  he r  husband l e f t ,  g u i t a r  c a s e s  banging t h e  door  a s  
t h e y  moved o u t  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t .  The wind had come up 
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i n  t h e  l a s t  couple  hou r s ,  and a s  soon a s  t h e y  c l e a r e d  
t h e  doo r ,  h e r  husband 's  f loppy  j ean  h a t  blew o f f  h i s  
head.  She s tood  on t h e  sidewalk and w a i t e d ,  a g u i t a r  
case i n  each hand, smi l i ng  a t  Lang through t h e  f r o n t  
window, wh i l e  h e r  husband chased h i s  h a t  down t h e  
s t ree t .  
By t h e  t i m e  Lang g o t  t o  t h e  Bra t  and Brau a t  
1 0 ~ 0 0  he was drunk,  It was a huge p l a c e  w i t h  heavy ,  
darkwood t a b l e s  spread throughout  t h r e e  rooms. But 
t h e r e  were on ly  a few people t h e r e ,  s c a t t e r e d  a b o u t  a t  
tables  n e a r  t h e  s t a g e .  A w a i t r e s s  i n  j e a n s  and a r e d  
and whi te  checkered s h i r t  h u s t l e d  by him w i t h  a wicker  
b r a t w u r s t  ba ske t  and two g l a s s  s t e i n s  of beer. A s  
Lang headed toward a f a r  c o r n e r  t a b l e ,  he heard  
c l a p p i n g ,  l i k e  t i n k l i n g  spoons. 
She sang  l i k e  no one he had eve r  h e a r d ,  abou t  
d e v i l s  and c h e a t e r s  and goodtime women who want on ly  
t o  go d r i n k i n g  wi th  t h e  boys. She had changed from 
j e a n s  i n t o  a g r ey  d r e s s  t h a t  hung a l l  t h e  way t o  t h e  
f l o o r ,  H e  s a t  t h e r e  s ipp ing  h i s  bee r  s l owly ,  
wondering how s o  much hard music cou ld  come o u t  of 
such  a t i n y ,  p e r f e c t  mouth, imagining he r  naked body 
moving l i k e  a snake under h e r  long d r e s s ,  f e a r  and 
exc i t emen t  r e t u r n i n g ,  nagging a t  him l i k e  a memory, a 
vague,  f l a s h i n g  memory of f i r e f i g h t s  and ambush 
p a t r o l s .  
A t  b r e a k  t ime  t h e y  headed d i r e c t l y  f o r  ~ a n g ' s  
t a b l e ,  She  s a t  n e x t  t o  Lang and p u t  h e r  hand o n  h i s  
knee .  A f t e r  t h e  w a i t r e s s  b rough t  t h e i r  b e e r ,  h e r  
husband l e a n e d  back and s p r e a d  h i s  l e g s  o u t  i n  f r o n t  
o f  him. H e  s t i l l  wore h i s  f l o p p y  h a t ,  Lang w a s  no 
l o n g e r  c e r t a i n  he  had e v e r  h e a r d  h e r  h u s b a n d ' s  v o i c e .  
Then, a f t e r  h e r  husband g o t  up t o  go t o  t h e  
t o i l e t ,  s h e  l eaned  o v e r  and k i s s e d  Lang. H e  c o u l d n ' t  
b e l i e v e  i t ,  b u t  t h e n  s h e  k i s s e d  him a g a i n ,  and even  
o n c e  more b e f o r e  h e r  husband r e t u r n e d .  The second 
b r e a k  she  k i s s e d  him f o u r  t i m e s ,  t h e  t h i r d  b r e a k  f i v e .  
A t  11  : 4 5  s h e  s l i p p e d  him a n a p k i n  w i t h  h e r  phone 
number w r i t t e n  on it. F i v e  m i n u t e s  la ter  h e  
d i s c o v e r e d  t h a t  he was drunk enough t o  s l i p  h e r  one 
w i t h  h i s  a d d r e s s .  A t  1 :00 h e  s tumbled  o u t  i n t o  t h e  
n i g h t  a i r  and made h i s  way back  t o  h i s  a p a r t m e n t .  
Lang awoke e a r l y  and d e c i d e d  t h a t  s h e  had been 
d r u n k ,  l i k e  him. H e  had been d runk ,  God, h e  had  been 
d r u n k .  S o  had she .  H e  had t o  t r e a d  more c a r e f u l l y  i n  
t h e  f u t u r e .  What t h e  f u c k  d i d  he  t h i n k  he was d o i n g ,  
anyway? 
F i f t e e n  m i n u t e s  l a t e r  t h e r e  was a s o f t  tap on t h e  
d o o r .  The knock was s o  s o f t  h e  w a i t e d  t o  h e a r  it a g a i n .  
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He opened t h e  door and t h e r e  s h e  s t o o d ,  backpack 
p u l l i n g  a long  t h e  s i d e s  of h e r  b r e a s t s .  Without  a  
word she  walked r i g h t  p a s t  him i n t o  h i s  bedroom, 
s l i p p e d  o f f  h e r  c l o t h e s ,  and s l i d  i n t o  h i s  bed. Once 
h e  g o t  i n  w i th  h e r ,  she came i n t o  h i s  arms and wrapped 
a b o u t  him l i k e  a  s p i d e r .  
She came every  morning and every  Sa tu rday  
a f t e r n o o n  f o r  s i x  months. H e  complete ly  f o r g o t  abou t  
h i s  c l a s s e s  and wai ted  only f o r  h e r  a r r i v a l .  She 
s t a y e d  each  weekday morning u n t i l  9:30, a l l o w i n g  
h e r s e l f  s u f f i c i e n t  t i m e  t o  make h e r  10:OO o ' c l o c k  
music composi t ion  c l a s s .  When t h e  t i m e  came t o  l e a v e ,  
s h e  s l i p p e d  o u t  of bed q u i e t l y  a s  he s t r e t c h e d  ove r  
o n t o  he r  s i d e ,  burrowing h i s  f a c e  i n t o  h e r  smell; t h e  
l a s t  sound he heard  be fo r e  f a l l i n g  i n t o  a  d reamless  
s l e e p  was h e r  b i c y c l e  cha in  c l i c k i n g  by h i s  bedroom 
window toward t h e  s t r e e t .  
The second day she sang t o  him. She c rawled  o u t  
from under t h e  cove r s ,  s a t  naked on h e r  p i l l o w  n e x t  t o  
h i s  head,  and sang "The F i r s t  T i m e  Ever I Saw Your 
Face ."  H e  had j u s t  had h i s  f a c e  b u r i e d  i n t o  h e r  long 
h a i r ,  and he  could  s t i l l  f e e l  it t i n g l e  on h i s  neck 
and cheek.  The room suddenly f i l l e d  w i th  he r  s m e l l ,  
and h e r  h i g h  fo rehead  and smooth s k i n  d rove  him c r azy .  
H e  watched and l i s t e n e d  u n t i l  t h e  l a s t  n o t e  l e f t  h e r  
mouth b e f o r e  r e ach ing  o u t  and p u l l i n g  he r  back i n t o  
bed.  
The t h i r d  morning s h e  sang  t o  him a g a i n ,  and 
a f t e r  she had f i n i s h e d ,  she asked him t o  t e l l  abou t  
h i m s e l f .  What had he  done? Where had he been? Where 
had he  l e a rned  t o  be  such a good l o v e r ?  She snuggled 
down i n t o  t h e  cove r s ,  h e r  nose touch ing  h i s  cheek.  
She  c a r e s s e d  h i s  shou lde r s  and looked i n t o  h i s  eyes .  
W e  f e l t  t h e  warmth of h e r  body nex t  to him, h e r  l e g  
o v e r  h i s  h i p ,  and a l lowed t h e  memories t o  come 
f l o o d i n g  back.  H e  began t e l l i n g  h e r  o f  t h e  war,  and 
once  h e  began,  he  sang ,  too ,  a new language,  a 
language u p l i f t i n g  and i n s p i r i n g  and r e l e a s i n g .  That  
t h i r d  day he  t a l k e d  and t a l k e d  on through h e r  class,  
a l l  t h e  way u n t i l  noon. And t h e  nex t  morning h e  
anx ious ly  awai ted  h e r  knock, f l a t  on h i s  back t h rough  
t h e  whole a f t e rnoon  and n i g h t  s i n c e  s h e  had l e f t  t h e  
morning b e f o r e ,  h i s  f i s t s  c lenched a t  h i s  s i d e s ,  h i s  
s k i n  i ncandescen t ,  s t r e t c h e d  so t i g h t l y  a c r o s s  h i s  
s k u l l ,  he knew he could  peel  himself  w i t h  h i s  
f i n g e r n a i l .  And when h e r  knock came, he  c r i e d  o u t  and 
d ragged  h e r  i n t o  bed t o  begin once aga in .  
She loved  t o  h e a r  him t a l k  about  t h e  w a r ,  and h e  
loved  t o  h e a r  h e r  s i n g ,  but  s h e  no l onge r  wanted him 
t o  come to  t h e i r  performances,  t h e i r  g i g s ,  as s h e  
chose  t o  c a l l  them. Her husband, Sk ip ,  would be 
t h e r e ,  and though he  knew about  h e r  and Lang, 
n a t u r a l l y  - he was a modern, t o l e r a n t  man, she  s a i d ,  a 
l i b e r a t e d  man, w i t h  no c o n t r o l s  o v e r  h e r  e x c e p t  t h o s e  
s h e  wished  t o  g i v e  him - s h e  d i d n ' t  want  them 
t o g e t h e r ,  anymore. She d i d n '  t know why, r e a l l y .  
Lang watched h e r  shake h e r  head .  Her h a i r  l a y  
o d d l y  a l o n g  h e r  r i g h t  cheek u n t i l  she  shook h e r  head 
a g a i n .  She  j u s t  d i d n ' t .  
Lang d i d n '  t know what s h e  was t a l k i n g  a b o u t ,  b u t  
as  l o n g  a s  she  c o n t i n u e d  t o  come e v e r y  morning and 
e v e r y  S a t u r d a y  a f t e r n o o n ,  and a s  long  as s h e  c o n t i n u e d  
t o  g i v e  him h i s  own c o n c e r t ,  i n  t h e  mornings  i n  bed 
a n d  on  S a t u r d a y  i n  t h e  l i v i n g  room i n  f r o n t  of t h e  
t e l e v i s i o n  s e t ,  he d i d n ' t  c a r e  i f  he e v e r  l e f t  t h e  
a p a r t m e n t ,  And a s  t h e  days  p a s s e d  he came more and 
more a l i v e .  W e  t o l d  h e r  e v e r y t h i n g ,  e v e r y t h i n g  he  
c o u l d  t h i n k  o f ,  H e  cou ld  t a l k  a l l  he wanted ,  now, h e  
d e c i d e d ;  s h e  made him b e l i e v e  he c o u l d  t e l l  anyone.  
Bu t ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  he shou ld  have known t h a t  s h e  
would n e v e r  l e a v e  h e r  husband,  t h a t  when h e r  husband ,  
S k i p ,  d e c i d e d  they  had t o  go t o  Europe because  a n  
a g e n t  had l anded  them a f u l l - t i m e ,  permanent  s i n g i n g  
j o b  t h e r e ,  she  would go wi th  him. Of c o u r s e .  She had 
t o .  She  wanted t o .  She though t  s h e  had  made t h a t  
o b v i o u s  from t h e  beg inn ing .  Hadn ' t  h e  known t h a t ,  f o r  
G o d ' s  s a k e ?  W e l l ,  h e  should have known. 
And o n e  day  s h e  was gone and t h a t  was t h a t ,  She  
d i d n ' t  come one morning, nor t h e  n e x t ,  no r  t h e  n e x t .  
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F i n a l l y ,  h e  knew s h e  was gone f o r  good. And he  was 
s u r p r i s e d  how q u i c k l y  and how e a s i l y  h e  s l i p p e d  back 
i n t o  h i s  o l d  l i f e .  And how comfor tab le  he was a g a i n ,  
and s o  q u i c k l y ,  too .  I t  was d i f f e r e n t ,  now, of  
c o u r s e ,  b u t  t h e n ,  n o t  so d i f f e r e n t  r e a l l y .  A f t e r  a l l ,  
h e  had t o l d  no one b u t  h e r .  H e  had n o t  made t h a t  
m i s t ake .  And she  w a s  gone. H e  d i d n ' t  have t o  worry 
a b o u t  t h a t .  She w a s  gone f o r  good, a c r o s s  t h e  b l u e  
w a t e r .  
Lang immersed himself  i n  h i s  r o u t i n e  and t r i e d  
n o t  t o  remember, H e  even r e t u r n e d  t o  s choo l  
r e g u l a r l y ,  though now r e t u r n i n g  t o  schoo l  was even 
more l i k e  r e t u r n i n g  t o  k inde rga r t en .  But soon he  w a s  
t h i n k i n g  abou t  he r  less and l e s s ,  and f i n a l l y ,  he  
f o r c e d  h e r  f u r t h e r  and f u r t h e r  i n t o  h i s  long  ago  
memory, u n t i l  he  n e a r l y  f o r g o t  h e r  a l t o g e t h e r ,  l i k e  he 
had t h e  w a r .  H e  once  aga in  began buying J&B and 
watching t e l e v i s i o n  a lone  u n t i l  l a t e  a t  n i g h t .  Once 
more he  locked  and chained h i s  door  and t a l k e d  t o  no  
one .  I n  n o  t i m e  a t  a l l  he f e l t  good a g a i n ,  he f e l t  
comfo r t ab l e  aga in ,  How could  he have eve r  been so  
s t u p i d ?  
But t h e n  one day ,  t h r e e  weeks ago,  t h e  wh i t e  
p o s t c a r d  came i n  t h e  mai l ,  i n t r u d i n g  from o u t  o f  t h e  
p a s t  i n  a  way even t h e  war c o u l d n ' t .  The w a l l s  c l o sed  
i n  on him, and people  on t h e  street looked a t  him i n  
funny ways. H e  wandered down Sherman Avenue t h a t  
f i r s t  morning and sa t  o u t  on t h e  p i e r .  A f t e r  t h a t  he  
began h i s  morning t r e k s ,  and it seemed as t h e  days  
pa s sed ,  t h a t  as long a s  he s t a y e d  o u t  on t h e  edge  o f  
t h e  b l u e  wa t e r  day a f t e r  day,  he cou ld  keep h e r  away, 
even though,  a t  n i g h t ,  when he  r e t u r n e d  to h i s  
apa r tmen t ,  t h e  pos tca rd  was s t i l l  t h e r e .  
Lang d i d n ' t  go  t o  t h e  l a k e  t h a t  morning. H e  knew 
t h a t  no amount of s t a r i n g  and hoping a long  t h e  l a k e  ' s 
edge cou ld  keep he r  from h i s  apar tment  t h a t  n i g h t  a t  
7:00 o ' c l o c k .  
H e  s t o o d  i n  f r o n t  of a  smal l  ba r  on Johnson 
S t r e e t  and looked i n  through t h e  open doorway. He 
cou ld  s e e  t h e  heads and a n t l e r s  o f  c a r i b o u  on t h e  
w a l l s  and on t h e  m i r r o r  above t h e  b a r .  H e  cou ld  h e a r  
Tammy Wynette c ry  o u t  t o  t h e  w o r l d ' s  women t o  s t a n d  by 
t h e i r  men. 
Lang s a t  on a s t o o l  nea r  t h e  door  and o rdered  a 
bee r .  H e  was t h e  on ly  customer,  and a f t e r  s e r v i n g  
him, t h e  b a r t e n d e r  po l i shed  and r e p o l i s h e d  g l a s s e s  
w i th  a w h i t e  towel  a t  t h e  o t h e r  end o f  t h e  ba r .  Lang 
f i n i s h e d  h i s  beer q u i c k l y  and o rde r ed  ano the r .  He 
p l aced  h i s  f e e t  on t h e  meta l  r e s t  a t  t h e  bottom of t h e  
s t o o l  nex t  t o  him. The ba r t ende r  r e f i l l e d  Lang ' s  
g l a s s ,  t h e n  r e tu rn ed  t o  h i s  p l a c e ,  p o l i s h i n g  a s i n g l e  
g l a s s  over  and over .  Swizzle  s t i c k s  w i t h  c a r i b o u  
a n t l e r  t i p s  s tuck  o u t  of c o n t a i n e r s  above t h e  bar. 
Lang reached  f o r  a  bowl of popcorn j u s t  a s  Judy 
C o l l i n s  t o l d  him s h e ' d  be going w i th  him someday soon. 
A h a l f  hour l a t e r  a woman walked i n  and s a t  t w o  
s t o o l s  down. She o rdered  a whiskey-seven and nodded a  
t o a s t  t o  Lang as she  brought t h e  g l a s s  t o  h e r  l i p s .  
She  smi led  a t  him. 
Lang f i n i s h e d  h i s  beer and p laced  h i s  g l a s s  
f i r m l y  on t h e  b a r  - a s  i f  he had f i n a l l y  dec ided  
something once and f o r  a l l .  The woman go t  up and 
moved down t o  t h e  s e a t  nex t  t o  him. She p u t  h e r  hand 
o n  h i s  arm and drank w i th  he r  o t h e r  hand,  mot ioning 
f o r  two more. She looked up a t  Lang, and h e  s t a r e d  
i n t o  h e r  b l u e  eyes .  
"My mother i s  a drug a d d i c t ,  " s h e  s a i d ,  "and my 
f a t h e r  r aped  m e  when I was t e n  years o l d . "  
She s h i f t e d  i n  her  s e a t  and moved i n  even c l o s e r ,  
h e r  head bent toward him. The b a r t e n d e r  s topped  
p o l i s h i n g  and t u r n e d ,  w a i t i n g ,  l i s t e n i n g ,  h i s  mouth 
open.  
"1n t h e  Ia-Drang Val ley ,  " Lang began, " t h e  V i e t -  
Cong came thunder ing  o u t  of t h e  h o r i z o n  l i k e  b u f f a l o ,  
and t h e  rounds blew by my e a r s  l i k e  snow i n  a  
w h i s t l i n g  wind." 
WHEN ONLY TOO LONG I S  LONG ENOUGH 
By t h e  t i m e  Hacke t t  met Thuy, he ' d  a l r e a d y  
s e t t l e d  i n t o  h i s  r o u t i n e  l i k e  a l i f e  w i t h o u t  e n d ,  H e  
h a d  two j o b s  i n  t h e  Order  of B a t t l e  s e c t i o n  of t h e  
MACV compound. In  t h e  morning he was a document 
f i l e r .  H e  f i l e d  c a p t u r e d  documents by u n i t  i n t o  
m a n i l a  f o l d e r s ,  and s i n c e  t h e  documents  were o f  t e n  
b l o o d y  and musty and  s t u n k  o f  gunpowder and s o u r  
r o t t i n g  f l e s h ,  s e a l e d  them a i r t i g h t  i n t o  s t e e l - g r e y ,  
m e t a l  s a f e s .  I n  t h e  a f t e r n o o n  h e  was a map p i n n e r .  
B e  s t u c k  b l u e  p i n s  i n t o  one of  t h e  g i a n t  g r e e n  maps of 
V i e t - N a m  o n  t h e  w a l l  of t h e  O.B. s e c t i o n .  
It  d i d n ' t  t a k e  him long a t  a l l  t o  s e t t l e  i n .  I n  
t h e  morning he s p l a s h e d  on s o  much a f t e r  s h a v e  and 
c o l o g n e  t h a t  it n e a r l y  covered  t h e  s m e l l .  And h e  
p a s s e d  t h e  l o n g  a f t e r n o o n s  by daydreaming o f  t a k i n g  
l i f e  i n t o  h i s  own hands ,  H e  dreamed o f  God and moving 
p i n s  a r o u n d ,  removing p i n s ,  o r  adding  more, depend ing  
o n  h i s  mood. 
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~ e ' d  a l s o  g o t t e n  h i m s e l f  a  room i n  Sai-Gon t o  
e s c a p e  t h e  g r e e n  and  t a n  boredom of  Tan-Son-Nhut 
A i r b a s e .  I t  was on t h e  e i g h t h  f l o o r  o f  a  b u i l d i n g  on  
a deadend road  o f f  of  Truong-Minh-Ky, a b u i l d i n g  se t  
o u t  a l o n e  i n  t h e  middle  of  a  f i e l d .  The room h a d  a  
r e f r i g e r a t o r ,  a t i n y  s i n k ,  a  t a b l e ,  a c h a i r ,  a n d  a  
d o u b l e  bed .  I t  a l s o  had a  t o i l e t  w i t h  a d o o r  t h a t  
d i d n ' t  c l o s e .  And from t h e  small ba l cony  h e  c o u l d  
l o o k  o u t  o v e r  Truong-Minh-Ky and n o r t h w e s t e r n  Sai-Gon. 
I t  c o s t  o u t r a g e o u s l y ,  b u t  he had n o t h i n g  t o  s a v e  h i s  
money f o r .  
A t  n i g h t ,  a f t e r  work, H a c k e t t  h i t  t h e  b a r s  along 
Truong-Minh-Ky, d r a n k  Ba-Muoi-Ba and whored u n t i l  h e  
was e x h a u s t e d  enough t o  f a l l  i n t o  h i s  e i g h t h  f l o o r  
d o u b l e  b e d ,  A t  7:  00  A.M. a x i c h - l o  t o o k  h i m  t o  MACV, 
t o  more b loody  documents and more bombing p i n s .  
Then one morning ,  o u t  of t h e  b l u e ,  s h e  a p p e a r e d  
as the new MACV Snack B a r  c a s h i e r .  
H e  r o l l e d  h i s  t r a y  of g r e y ,  runny chop s u e y  a l o n g  
t h e  s h i n y  metal b a r s  t o  t h e  r e g i s t e r .  When he looked  
u p  to  pay,  t h e r e  she was,  b a t t i n g  h e r  e y e s  a t  him from 
o u t  o f  t h e  t h i c k e s t  b l a c k  h a i r  h e ' d  ever s e e n .  He 
g r i n n e d  a s i l l y  grin and b e n t  h i s  s h o u l d e r s  i nward ,  
t r y i n g  t o  c o l l a p s e  i n s i d e  h i m s e l f .  She  s m i l e d  
i n d u l g e n t l y  and gave him h i s  change.  
From t h a t  f i r s t  day Hacket t  began l i v i n g  w i t h  a 
new exc i t ement .  The blood and f l e s h  smel led  b e t t e r ,  
h e  daydreamed l e s s  and took more c a r e  w i th  t h e  p i n s ,  
t h e  whores were more fun ,  and t h e  Ba-Muoi-Ba t a s t e d  
less l i k e  formaldehyde. He even found a f l o o r - l e n g t h  
bamboo c u r t a i n  t o  r e p l a c e  h i s  t o i l e t  door .  
H i s  f i f t h  t i m e  through t h e  snack b a r  l i n e ,  he 
mas te red  enough nerve  t o  ask he r  h e r  name. He spoke 
i n  h a l t i n g ,  p idg in  Eng l i sh ,  and s h e  chided him f o r  n o t  
speak ing  c o r r e c t l y .  She could  unders tand  him v e r y  
w e l l  i f  h e  spoke proper  Engl i sh ,  she  s a i d .  Her name 
w a s  Thuy. He stumbled t o  a wh i t e  formica  t a b l e  t o  
s t a r e  a t  h e r  u n t i l  h i s  food was c o l d  and h i s  l unch  
b r eak  was over .  
From t h e r e  t hey  moved on t o  a  few more words and 
t h e n  a few more, u n t i l  e v e n t u a l l y ,  she  accep ted  an 
i n v i t a t i o n  t o  t a k e  h e r  break wi th  him. Soon a f t e r ,  it 
w a s  lunch ,  and f i n a l l y ,  one n i g h t ,  she  o f f e r e d  him a 
r i d e  home on h e r  t e r r i b l e  green Honda. 
She d rove  l i k e  a  maniac, and a s  t hey  blew down 
Truong-Minh-Ky, he c lung t o  h e r ,  hugging h e r  back and 
sme l l i ng  h e r  s k i n  of Ivory  Soap, h e r  t h i c k  b l ack  h a i r  
t i c k l i n g  h i s  cheeks  l i k e  b i r d  wings. H e  w a s  t e r r i f i e d  
o u t  of  h i s  mind, b u t  he wanted t h e  r i d e  t o  go o n  
f o r e v e r ,  t h e  c i t y  s l i d i n g  by l i k e  a p i e c e  of  
ca rdboard ,  
Soon she  was t a k i n g  him home every  n i g h t .  
She s t u d i e d  Engl i sh  a t  one  of  t h e  many Engl i sh  
s c h o o l s  which had sprung up a l l  ove r  Sai-Gon a f t e r  t h e  
American occupa t ion  had begun. She worked a t  h e r  
E n g l i s h  t i r e l e s s l y  and was proud of  h e r  a b i l i t y .  She 
r e a d  American nove l s  vo rac ious ly  - any th ing  she  could  
g e t  h e r  hands on. She raved on and on t o  him abou t  
a u t h o r s  h e ' d  never heard of above t h e  d i n  of  t h e  
motorcyc le  and t h e  c l a t t e r  of  t h e  Sai-Gon s t r e e t s .  He 
t r i e d  h i s  b e s t  t o  l i s t e n  t o  e v e r y t h i n g  she  s a i d ,  
though he w a s  o f t e n  stunned and f r i g h t e n e d  by h e r  
s h a r p  mind. But she s u f f e r e d  h i s  ignorance  w i l l i n g l y ,  
r o l l i n g  h e r  eyes  and smi l ing .  
H e  wooed h e r  t e n t a t i v e l y ,  knowing he had t o  watch 
h i s  s t e p  w i t h  a woman l i k e  h e r  - someone who w a s n ' t  a  
whore o r  b a r g i r l ,  someone he c o u l d n ' t  j u s t  r e ach  o u t  
and g r a b  s imply  because he wanted. F i n a l l y ,  one  
n i g h t ,  b e f o r e  they  boarded h e r  Honda, she  asked him t o  
come home wi th  he r  t o  d inne r .  H e r  p a r e n t s  had l e f t  
f o r  t h e  even ing ,  s h e  s a i d ,  and she  wanted t o  cook him 
a r e a l  Vietnamese meal. 
A f t e r  d i n n e r  t hey  s a t  on t h e  davenpor t .  I n  t i m e  
h e  reached over  and k i s s ed  h e r .  Soon they  were locked 
i n t o  a n  embrace, and he had what h e ' d  wanted f o r  f i v e  
months,  r i g h t  t h e r e  on t h e  davenpor t .  They even f e l l  
a s l e e p  f o r  an hour i n  each o t h e r ' s  arms so  he had t o  
r u s h  o u t  t h e  door b e f o r e  her  p a r e n t s  r e t u r n e d .  
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A f t e r  t h a t  she came t o  h i s  room every  n i g h t  and 
s t a y e d  wi th  him f o r  a couple hours  b e f o r e  s h e  had t o  
go home f o r  d inner .  They lounged i n  bed and g i g g l e d ,  
o r  he knee led  naked over  h i s  S t e r n o  can s t o v e ,  cooking 
h imse l f  c ampbe l l ' s  Pork and Beans o r  s p a g h e t t i  and 
m e a t  ba l l s ,  whi le  s h e  l a y  i n  bed, a s h e e t  snuggled 
a round  her  neck.  L a t e r ,  wearing b l ack  s i l k  r obes  w i th  
o r a n g e  b u t t e r f l i e s  t h a t  s h e ' d  bought f o r  them on t h e  
Black Market,  they  looked ou t  over  Sai-Gon from h i s  
t i n y  balcony.  
A f t e r  she l e f t ,  he e i t h e r  went t o  Truong-Minh-Ky 
f o r  a few b e e r s  o r  s t ayed  i n  h i s  room and t r i e d  t o  
catch up on some of a l l  t h o s e  w r i t e r s  h e ' d  missed ,  
Then h e  s l e p t  t h e  b l i s s f u l  s l e e p  of  one con t en t  w i t h  
the world and h i s  l i f e .  And a t  7:00 A.M. h e  r ode  a 
x i c h - l o  t o  work, a n t i c i p a t i n g  t h e  same t h i n g  a l l  ove r  
a g a i n ,  
But t h e n ,  wi th  only  two months l e f t  on h i s  t o u r ,  
t h e  embar rass ing  q u e s t i o n s  began. What were t h e y  
go ing  t o  d o  now? she  asked,  as they  bo th  l a y  i n  bed 
s t a r i n g  a t  t h e  c e i l i n g .  H e  on ly  had two months l e f t ,  
a f t e r  a l l .  Did he want he r  t o  r e t u r n  t o  A m e r i c a  w i t h  
him, or would h e  r e t u r n  t o  Sai-Gon a s  a c i v i l i a n ?  
What kind of job would he  g e t ?  When would they g e t  
mar r ied?  
Hacket t  r o l l e d  over and looked a t  t h e  wal l  i n  
f r o n t  of t h e  balcony. Wallpaper t i g e r s  tw i s t ed  i n t o  
s l a u g h t e r e d  lambs. H e  'd  never considered t h e  
consequences.  He was happy wi th  h e r ,  it passed t h e  
t i m e ,  and he  loved h e r ,  sure ,  but he loved her  h e r e ,  
f o r  now. Sai-Gon wasn ' t  the  world. The world was 
d i f f e r e n t .  Once he got  back, t he  world would change 
e v e r y t h i n g ,  
H e  r o l l e d  over t o  her  and took h e r  hand, She 
p u l l e d  her  t h i g h  u p  over h i s  l eg .  Yes, he 'd t a k e  h e r  
w i t h  him. Yes, t hey 'd  go t o  America t o g e t h e r ,  g e t  
mar r i ed ,  and s e t t l e  down. He'd work f o r  t h e  
government. There would be no problem, no problem a t  
a l l .  But  f i r s t  he ' d  have t o  extend h i s  t o u r  s i x  
months so he could complete a l l  t h e  paperwork. O r  i f  
s h e  wanted, they could come back t o g e t h e r  a f t e r  they 
were marr ied ,  and h e ' d  teach a t  one of t h e  Engl ish  
s choo l s .  I t  w a s  up t o  her .  It d i d n ' t  r e a l l y  m a t t e r  
t o  him, a s  long as  they remained toge the r .  
So he never d i d  anything,  except c r eep  away 
wi thou t  h e r  l i k e  a sneak i n  t h e  n i g h t  a f t e r  h i s  two 
months were up. And she never suspected a  t h ing .  She 
remained innocent  u n t i l  t he  morning h e  l e f t .  And once 
h e  was on t h e  p lane ,  he knew t h a t  h e ' d  done t h e  r i g h t  
t h i n g ,  t h a t  he 'd  have no t rouble  g e t t i n g  over it. 
s h e ' d  be a l l  r i g h t ,  too,  he knew. She'd have no 
problem f o r g e t t i n g  him, e i t h e r .  She could take  c a r e  
of h e r s e l f .  And a f t e r  he and h i s  group landed i n  
C a l i f o r n i a ,  he ce lebra ted  l i k e  a l l  t he  o t h e r s  by 
screaming and dancing and k iss ing  American s o i l .  
But h e ' d  miscalculated and been wrong about 
f o r g e t t i n g .  Once he got home, obsession c r e p t  up h i s  
sp ine  and h i s  conscience refused t o  allow him any 
rest. G u i l t  thickened h i s  l i f e  and voices  drummed i n  
h i s  head. ~ e ' d  t r icked  her;  he 'd  abandoned her 
without  explanat ion.  ~e ' d  used her  and now she was 
probably dead and he 'd  k i l l e d  her. And even i f  he was 
lucky and could tu rn  off the g u i l t  f o r  a b r i e f  t ime,  
t h e r e  were always t h e  dreams t h a t  came on him l i k e  a 
r o l l e r  coas te r  i n  t h e  night ,  every n ight .  And t h e  
i n t e n s i t y  of t h e  dreams never flagged, ever .  
He dreamed of he r  i n  huge sunglasses ,  whizzing 
down Truong-Minh-Ky on her  green Honda, weaving 
between x ich- lo  ' s,  j eeps,  cabs,  and t rucks ,  d i sp lay ing  
j u s t  enough smooth, brown th igh  t o  d r i v e  t h e  
t r a d i t i o n a l  Vietnamese crazy, her t h i c k  black h a i r  
s t r a i g h t  behind l i k e  a  raven i n  mid-f l ight ,  as  i f  t h e  
f a s t e r  she went, t h e  fu r the r  from Sai-Gon she would 
become , and then her motorcycle blown skyhigh 
i n  slow motion, spots  of her blood and b i t s  of h e r  
f l e s h  s p l a t t e r i n g  h i s  f a c e  and arms . . . o r  she  
f l o a t e d  a l o n e  i n  a  r i c k e t y  sampan, he r  b l ack  h a i r  wi ld  
and s t r a i g h t  i n  t h e  a i r  l i k e  branches  from a l e a f l e s s  
t ree ,  accus ing  him ove r  and o v e r  o f  cr ime a f t e r  crime 
. , o r  she was on h e r  knees begging p i a s t e r s  i n  a  
Sai-Gon s t r e e t ,  her  f a c e  a  chunk o f  deformed, kna r r ed  
f l e s h  , , . . 
And t h e n  t h e r e  was t h e  t e l e v i s i o n ,  Once t h e  
f a t a l  communist advance and t h e  government c o l l a p s e  
became imminent, he watched every  news program 
a v a i l a b l e  on  h i s  se t ,  a l l  day and a l l  even ing  l ong .  
H e  even se t  h i s  a larm c lock  t o  wake him o u t  of h i s  
dreams i n  o r d e r  t o  c a t c h  some l a t e - n i g h t  o r  e a r l y -  
morning newscas t .  H e  watched t r a n s f i x e d  a s  
news repo r t s  r o l l e d  f o r t h ,  newsreports  of blood and 
g u t s  and cowardly ARVN'S .  H e  watched r e p o r t e r s  b a r e l y  
a b l e  t o  h i d e  t h e i r  g l e e  (See what i s  happening? We 
a lways  t o l d  you so! ) .  And a s  t he  advance moved eve r  
onward toward Sai-Gon i t s e l f ,  Hackett  looked f o r  Thuy 
among t h e  peop le  f l e e i n g  i n  x i c h - l o ' s ,  c a r s ,  and on 
f o o t .  And f i n a l l y ,  a s  t h e  a t t a c k  on Sai-Gon began,  he 
w a s  p o s i t i v e  he  saw he r  hanging o n t o  a h e l i c o p t e r  
r u d d e r ,  f l y i n g  through t h e  a i r  u n t i l  s h e  could  hang on 
no  longer  and f e l l  o u t  of camera range .  
So s h e  was dead f o r  s u r e ,  o r  i f  n o t  dead ,  i n  a  
s t e r n  communist r e -educa t ion  camp, bending her  l o v e l y  
back ove r  some d u s t y  c o n s t r u c t i o n  p r o j e c t ,  sweat  
r o l l i n g  o f f  her  b e a u t i f u l  neck, damp s t r a n d s  of black 
h a i r  c l i n g i n g  t o  he r  cheeks ,  f a l l i n g  exhaus ted  i n t o  a 
h a r d  c o t  i n  a  s t e r i l e  ba r r acks  w i th  f i f t y  o t h e r s  
d . * *  
Then one  day,  o u t  of t h e  b lue ,  a let ter came. 
John H a m m e r .  H e  ' d  been a map p i n n e r ,  t oo ,  though 
a  thoroughly  ded i ca t ed  one. H e  pinned enemy K I A  
r e s u l t s ,  and Hackett  o f t e n  watched Hammer s l i d e  a p i n  
i n  s lowly and d e l i b e r a t e l y ,  t h e n  remove h i s  hand f o r  
a n o t h e r .  Hacke t t  ignored  him a s  b e s t  h e  cou ld ,  b u t  
n a t u r a l l y ,  Hammer knew about  Thuy. H e  enjoyed t e a s i n g  
Hacke t t  abou t  Thuy n e a r l y  a s  much as h e  e n j  oyed 
p i n n i n g  maps. I t  w a s  t h e  u sua l  k i n d  of  c a s u a l  t h i n g  - 
H o w ' s  your gook today ,  gooklover? When you g e t t i n g  
m a r r i e d ?  Where you gonna s e t t l e  down, gooklover?  A t  
home w i t h  d e a r  o ld  mom and dad? 
And o f  course  Hacket t  had l e t  it pass .  Once h e  
m e t  Thuy, h e  ignored most eve ry th ing  b u t  h e r .  H e  j u s t  
l e t  t h e  t i m e  s l i d e  by u n t i l  i t  was ove r  and he boarded 
h i s  Freedom Bi rd .  
But now, o u t  of  t h e  b lue ,  he had a l e t t e r  from 
H a m m e r .  
~ e ' d  seen h e r ,  he s a i d ,  h i s  gook, Thuy . She was 
l i v i n g  i n  New York, i n  Roches ter .  H e  'd seen  h e r  on 
t h e  s t r e e t ,  o u t  of t h e  b lue ,  he  s a i d .  And it w a s  h e r ,  
a l l  r i g h t ,  no mis take .  H e  c o u l d n ' t  resist l e t t i n g  
Hacke t t  know. H e  found h i s  a d d r e s s  through an o l d  
army buddy. Hammer even supp l ied  ~ h u y  ' s  add re s s  a t  
t h e  bottom, H e  somehow found t h a t  through some army 
buddy, t oo ,  
A f t e r  t h e  shock, Hackett  read  t h e  l e t te r  a g a i n ,  
t h r i l l e d  and appa l l ed  a t  what he knew s h e  must have 
endured .  H e  could see h e r  c l u t c h i n g  t o  t h e  edge of a  
r o c k i n g  sampan, r i d i n g  t h e  waves of  t h e  South China 
Sea  w i th  t o o  many o t h e r s ,  s t u f f e d  and squeezed,  some 
a l r e a d y  dead and b loa t ed ,  f l o a t i n g  i n  t h e  s e a  around 
them, t h e  s t e n c h  a t t r a c t i n g  c i r c l i n g  b i r d s  . . . 
and t hen  r e s c u e d ,  emacia ted ,  s c a r r e d  body and mind, 
k i s s i n g  t h e  f e e t  of he r  s a v i o r s  , . . and now t h e  
p o v e r t y  of America. 
~ e ' d  have t o  s e a r c h  her  ou t .  He had n o  money, 
b u t  that w a s n ' t  a problem. H e  could h i t c h h i k e ;  h e  
d i d n ' t  have a j ob ,  e i t h e r .  H e  packed a knapsack and 
set o u t  t h a t  minute,  There w a s  no reason  t o  was t e  
t i m e .  
H e  found h e r  a d d r e s s  w i th  l i t t l e  t r o u b l e .  I t  was 
on  E a s t  Avenue, a l o v e l y  t r e e - l i n e d  s t r e e t ,  a  
f a s h i o n a b l e  street f o r  t hose  who were s t i l l  w i l l i n g  t o  
l i v e  downtown. He s tood  i n  f r o n t  of t h e  p lush  
b u i l d i n g  and checked t h e  address  a g a i n .  The gab led  
tower  r o s e  twenty s t o r i e s .  
I n  t h e  lobby t h e r e  was an e l egan t ly  l e t t e r e d  s ign  
nex t  t o  her  mailbox: 
Thuy Ver te l  
Exclusive I n t e r i o r  Design 
Cal l  f o r  appointment 
( 7 1 6 )  763-8102 
Hackett  knew he had no r i g h t ,  but he rang t h e  
b e l l  nonetheless .  H e  shook h i s  head and waited. 
She opened the door t o  t h e  chain,  and he looked 
i n  a t  her.  Her h a i r  was shor t  and cur led  a l l  over .  
She wore des igner  jeans and a  t e e  s h i r t  with the  
golden locks of Pe ter  Frampton splayed ac ross  h e r  
b r e a s t s .  
f B 1 ' m  s o r r y , "  he muttered. " I ' m  Jim." 
"Oh?" she asked, holding her head h igh ,  looking 
him u p  and down. She made no move t o  remove t h e  
cha in .  " ~ n d  do I know you?" 
" J i m .  J i m  Hackett. You remember. Viet-Nam. 
Sai-Gon. '' 
"Oh, y e s ,  J i m . "  Her eyes clouded over.  She 
removed t h e  chain.  "HOW a re  you, Jim? won ' t you come 
i n ? "  
H e  s a t  on a davenport, and she s a t  across  from 
h i m  on a  c h a i r .  T h e  davenport was so s o f t  t h a t  he 
f e l t  two f e e t  t a l l .  Her c h a i r  was huge, high,  and 
s t r a igh t -backed ,  l i k e  a  throne.  H e  ho l l e red  up  at 
h e r .  
"BOW a r e  you, ~ h u y ? "  
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"1'm f i n e ,  " she  s a i d .  She paused.  "Jim?" s h e  
a s k e d ,  
H e  s t a r e d  a t  P e t e r  Frampton. A b r e e z e  b i l l o w e d  
b l a c k  r o b e s  w i t h  o r a n g e  b u t t e r f l i e s .  
"1 s h o u l d n ' t  have  come. 
H e  c r awled  o u t  o f  t h e  d a v e n p o r t  and  headed f a s t  
f o r  t h e  d o o r ,  She c a l l e d  a f t e r  him. 
" 1 ' m  s o r r y .  I t  was a v e r y  long t i m e  ago ."  
" Y e s ,  " he  s a i d  and  c l o s e d  t h e  d o o r .  "A v e r y  l o n g  
t i m e  ago . "  
THURSDAYS 
On Thursdays i n  De t ro i t  three-hundred-pound Arabs 
i n  d a r k  shades  sit  on t h e i r  porches  e a t i n g  swee t s  and 
d r i n k i n g  d a r k  green t e a  from t a l l  glasses, shotguns  
n e x t  t o  t h e i r  c h a i r s ,  sabers  i n  t h e i r  s i l k  s a s h e s ,  
w h i l e  John sits in  t h e  dark  i n  h i s  l i v i n g  room a c r o s s  
t h e  s t r e e t ,  h i s  M-16 upon h i s  t h i g h s ,  watching The 
G u i d i x  F i g h t *  Sometimes t h e  Arabs wave a t  John when 
.."--- 
t h e y  c a t c h  a gl impse  of him i n  t h e  moonlight  through 
h i s  da rk  window, a s  he  moves down t h e  h a l l  wi th  h i s  M- 
1 6  t o  t he  t o i l e t  o r  t o  t h e  k i t c h e n  f o r  a sandwich,  O r  
sometimes,  on o t h e r  days ,  when t h e y  see him come a long  
t h e  s t r e e t  from work, t h e y  laugh and wave, c r y i n g  o u t  
t o  him, making g u t t u r a l ,  barking n o i s e s  i n  t h e i r  
language t h a t  sounds l i k e  no  o t h e r ,  a s  i f  t hey  are on  
t h e  verge  of  throwing u p .  John knows they have a 
r e p u t a t i o n  as k i l l e r s ,  t h e s e  Arabs,  a s  v i o l e n t ,  dark-  
eyed men who w i l l  k i l l  q u i c k l y ,  w i thou t  r eason ,  pounce 
on anyone with t h e i r  s abe r s  o r  b l a s t  anyone ' s  b e l l y  
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open wi th  t h e i r  shotguns,  j u s t  f o r  t h e  p leasure  of 
f eed ing  t h e i r  pass ion f o r  blood. And sometimes John 
even goes t o  h i s  l i v i n g  room window and opens it 
enough t o  hear  them laugh and t a l k ,  Sometimes h e  
s t a n d s  a t  t h e  window long enough t o  s e e  them s l a p  each 
o t h e r  ' s l a r g e  t h i g h s  and broad backs,  t h e i r  beards  
waving l i k e  d i r t y  r a g s ,  
John watches E d  Bauer, h i s  f a v o r i t e  c h a r a c t e r  
from The Guidinq w k ,  suddenly l a s h  o u t  a t  h i s  w i f e ,  
Mo, and realizes with  g r e a t  i n s i g h t  t h a t  Ed has 
changed a  good deal i n  t h e  l a s t  f e w  years :  He i s  less 
l i k e l y  now t o  whimper and s igh  before  impossible  
problems, l e s s  long-suffer ing , rnore w i l l i n g  t o  r a g e  a t  
t h e  overwhelming odds loose  i n  t h e  world. 
Heather t h e  Whore l i v e s  i n  t h e  apartment u p s t a i r s  
from J o h n ,  When Heather f i r s t  moved i n ,  only a week 
a f t e r  John himself moved i n ,  e i g h t  days a f t e r  he  had 
r e t u r n e d  from Viet-Nam, he m e t  her  on t h e  s t e p s  on h i s  
way i n  from the corner  grocery s t o r e .  Heather t h e  
Whore smiled and s a i d  h e l l o  t h a t  f i n e  morning, s o  
moving him by h e r  f r i e n d l i n e s s ,  t h a t  h e  smiled back 
i n t o  h e r  young,  blonde f a c e  and i n v i t e d  her  i n s i d e  f o r  
a bee r ,  L a t e r ,  a f t e r  they had t a lked  f o r  some t ime  
about  how s t r a n g e  it was t o  l i v e  i n  a  neighborhood 
f i l l e d  wi th  bearded, armed Arabs i n  dark  g l a s s e s ,  and 
how s t r a n g e  it was, too,  t h a t  t he  p o l i c e  never seemed 
t o  even come n e a r  t h i s  p a r t  of town, and had downed 
t h r e e  o r  f o u r  b e e r s  a p i e c e ,  something heavy and 
unusua l  moved i n  J o h n ' s  c h e s t ,  choking o f f  h i s  b r e a t h  
l i k e  a chunk of moss, M e  l eaned ove r  h e r  on h i s  new 
s o f a  and asked he r  shy ly  i f  he  cou ld  k i s s  h e r ,  But as  
soon as he had spoken, Heather the Whore laughed 
u p r o a r i o u s l y ,  s l a p p i n g  he r  smooth, b a r e  t h i g h  i n  t i m e  
t o  h e r  gasp ing ,  sobbing l a u g h t e r .  And a f t e r  she  
f i n a l l y  g o t  c o n t r o l  of h e r s e l f  and handed him h e r  
g l a s s ,  she  r o s e ,  c a l l e d  him Loverboy, and sashayed h e r  
gorgeous  h i p s  o u t  t h e  f r o n t  door .  
E a t e r  i n  t h e  day George t h e  Pimp took  John a s i d e  
and set him s t r a i g h t .  George is  a whi te  g i a n t  whose 
huge feet  pound t h e  s t a i r s  t o  Hea the r ' s  apar tment  day 
and n i g h t ,  a g a i n  and aga in ,  u n t i l  he  seems about  t o  
b reak  th rough  and tumble i n t o  J o h n ' s  p l a c e  below. 
John  remembers t h e  day George s e t  him s t r a i g h t  better 
t h a n  h e  remembers any th ing  e l s e ,  even w a r .  He and 
George s tood  n e x t  to  each o t h e r  on t he  f r o n t  porch 
l i k e  o l d  f r i e n d s ,  George with one of h i s  g i a n t  hands 
on J o h n ' s  l e f t  shou lder ,  squeezing,  Heather  was a 
whore, s e e ,  and  w h a t ' s  more, she was h i s  whore and s h e  
d i d n ' t  do no th ing  wi thou t  h i s  say s o ,  n o t  even f a r t ,  
unde r s t and?  George smiled menacingly and squeezed 
h a r d e r ,  John w a s  c l o s e  enough t o  s e e  t h e  a p p a l l i n g  
pock marks i n  George t h e  pimp's c o r r u p t  f a c e .  The s k y  
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w a s  b r i g h t  b l u e ,  and t h e  sun hung over t h e  t a l l  p i ne  
t ree i n  t h e  f r o n t  y a r d ,  Across t h e  street one Arab 
s l a p p e d  ano the r  good-naturedly on t h e  back and drank 
from a steaming g l a s s  of t e a ,  
And Heather  h a s n ' t  been able t o  s t o p  l augh ing  a t  
John  f o r  a l l  t h e s e  y e a r s ,  Whenever t hey  meet on t h e  
porch ,  she  laughs  through pa in ted  red  l i p s  and ca l ls  
him Sweet ie  and Bigboy and Lover as he pushes  p a s t  h e r  
i n t o  h i s  apar tment .  She i s  s t i l l  a  s l i g h t ,  honey 
b l o n d e ,  s t i l l  i n  g r e a t  demand i n  h e r  p r o f e s s i o n ,  A l l  
n i g h t  John h e a r s  George t h e  p imp ' s  pounding f o o t s t e p s ,  
H e a t h e r ' s  c l i e n t s  fo l lowing  t i m i d l y  on t h e  s t a i r s  
beh ind ,  a s  i f  they ' r e  a f r a i d  t h e y ' l l  wake a s l e e p i n g  
c h i l d ,  t h e  bed squeaking,  squeaking,  squeak ing ,  
Sometimes John i s  amazed t h a t  Heather l o o k s  a s  good as 
s h e  does, even now; but  then she  has n o t  l i v e d  a hard  
l i f e ,  he t e l l s  himsel f  over  and ove r ,  day i n  and day 
o u t .  He would s t i l l  g ive  anything t o  k i s s  h e r .  
Heather  t h e  Whore and h e r  Chinese f r i e n d s ,  Chinh 
and Lanh, two o t h e r  whores, have parties every  
Thursday n i g h t ,  John watches s l e e k ,  s l an t - eyed  Asians 
o f  a l l  k i n d s  fo l low Heather and h e r  f r i e n d s  up t h e  
s t e p s  t o  Heather  ' s apar tment ,  young, ye l low men and 
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women i n  tuxedos  and e l a b o r a t e  evening gowns, c a r r y i n g  
c a s e s  and b a s k e t s  f i l l e d  wi th  c r a b  and c a v i a r ,  l i v e r  
and champagne. The p a r t y  goes  on a l l  n i g h t  - 
f o o t f a l l s  on J o h n ' s  c e i l i n g ,  Asian v o i c e s  f i l t e r i n g  
down, music r a t t l i n g  t h e  w a l l s .  
One even ing  y e a r s  ago,  when Heather  had he r  f i r s t  
p a r t y ,  John was s t r u c k  numb as  he watched a l l  t h o s e  
As ians  head up  eath her ' s s t a i r s ,  t h e i r  Asian v o i c e s  
and Asian languages  f i n d i n g  him through t h e  c e i l i n g  
above.  The w a l l s  c l o sed  around h i s  head,  and he  began 
f l a s h i n g  back:  He heard  s c r a t c h i n g  on t h e  o u t s i d e  
w a l l s  of t h e  house l i k e  c a t  claws.  H e  looked o u t  t h e  
window and saw Asians  dancing out  on t h e  lawn,  
su r round ing  t h e  house,  f i r e s  burning abou t  them, t h e  
n i g h t  b r i g h t  w i th  t h e i r  s l a n t e d  eyes .  The n i g h t  
t u r n e d  h o t ,  a s t i f l i n g  wind began blowing, d r y i n g  t h e  
i n s i d e  of h i s  mouth. H e  s t r i p p e d  o f f  h i s  s h i r t  and 
s t a l k e d  from room to  room, h i s  M-16 a t  p o r t  arms,  
Asian  eyes  fo l l owing  him through t h e  windows, sweat  
bead ing  on h i s  back and c h e s t .  
F i n a l l y ,  l a t e r ,  a f t e r  h i s  f e a r  h a d  eased and he 
cou ld  no l o n g e r  see  them out  on t h e  lawn, no  l onge r  
h e a r  c laws s c r a t c h i n g  t h e  w a l l s ,  h e  p a i n t e d  h i s  f a c e  
and  c h e s t  b l a c k ,  s lapped a s t a r l i g h t  scope on to  h i s  M- 
1 6 ,  went o u t  i n t o  t h e  back yard  and s a t  on t h e  lawn 
n e a r  t h e  g a r a g e ,  s i g h t i n g  t h e i r  shadows through 
H e a t h e r ' s  u p s t a i r s  window. H e  planned t o  s t a y  o u t  
t h e r e  u n t i l  daybreak o r  u n t i l  someone made a  move f o r  
him, But as t h e  n i g h t  wore o n ,  t h e  p a r t y  merely grew 
w i l d e r :  Asians  began coning o u t  H e a t h e r ' s  u p s t a i r s  
window t o  s t a n d  on t h e  l edge  and u r i n a t e  o f f  t h e  r o o f ,  
screaming and c r y i n g  ou t  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t .  E v e n t u a l l y ,  
John  g a t  up  and headed back i n s i d e .  H e  had been 
mi s t aken ;  it w a s  j u s t  ano ther  p a r t y ;  t h e y  were o n l y  
drunk and drugged and harmless .  So now when Heather  
t h e  Whore and h e r  Chinese f r i e n d s ,  Chinh and Lanh, 
have  a p a r t y ,  John j u s t  dozes i n  h i s  c h a i r  most of  t h e  
night, h i s  M - 1 6  a c r o s s  h i s  knees ,  c a r e s s i n g  t h e  
t r i g g e r .  
Thursdays a r e  ~ o h n ' s  on ly  days o f f .  S i x  days  a  
week, i n c l u d i n g  Sundays, he d r i v e s  a  minibus  f i l l e d  
w i t h  s e v e r e l y  r e t a r d e d  a d u l t s  about  t h e  c i t y  of 
D e t r o i t ,  H e  is supposed t o  l e a d  them on  t r i p s  t o  zoos 
and o u t i n g s  t o  museums and p u b l i c  b u i l d i n g s ,  d i s p l a y  
them b e f o r e  t h e  community a s  model, t a x  d o l l a r  
b e n e f i c i a r i e s ,  John d o e s n ' t  do  what h i s  j o b  
d e s c r i p t i o n  r e q u i r e s  of him, however. I n s t e a d ,  eve ry  
morning excep t  Thursday, a t  7 : 00 A.M.,  a f t e r  t h e y  
l e a v e  t h e  r e t a r d e d  s h e l t e r  ga r age ,  he f i l l s  t h e  bus  
g a s  t a n k ,  u s i n g  money from h i s  own pocke t ,  and d r i v e s  
t h e  r e t a r d e d  throughout  t h e  c i t y  u n t i l  5 : 3 0 ,  t a l k i n g  
c o n t i n u o u s l y  about  Viet-Nam a s  he d r i v e s .  
H e  t a l k s  whi le  J ane ,  t h e  one who l o v e s  him, 
c r a w l s  up behind h i s  s e a t  and hugs him a s  t i g h t l y  as 
s h e  can ,  h e r  l i p s  p ro t rud ing  l i k e  a dead c a r p ' s .  
Throughout t h e  day,  as Jane  hugs and d r o o l s ,  John 
t e l l s  of some long- fo rgo t ten  terror ,  some l o n g - l o s t  
h o r r o r .  H e  p r a t t l e s  on and on about  Viet-Nam; h e  
neve r  t i res ,  t a l k i n g  a s  i f  t h ey  l i s t e n ,  a s  i f  t h e y  
f o l l o w  what he says .  A s  t h e  Bagman paces t h e  a i s l e ,  
a l l  h i s  be longings  i n  t h e  two paper bags h e  c l u t c h e s  
a t  h i s  s i d e s ,  John d r i v e s  about  t h e  s t r e e t s  of 
D e t r o i t ,  b r a k i n g  f o r  t r a f f i c  and s t opp ing  f o r  l i g h t s .  
A s  he d r i v e s  he t e l l s  them about  t h e  n i g h t  on ambush 
p a t r o l  when he opened f i r e  a  s p l i t  second t o o  soon ,  
j u s t  as h i s  b e s t  friend leaped i n t o  t h e  a i r  i n  f r o n t  
o f  him f o r  no reason  a t  a l l .  John was a b s o l u t e l y  s u r e  
he  had c u t  h i s  f r i e n d  down; h e  was h o r r i f i e d  and knew 
a t  once h e ' d  never g e t  over  it - he  cou ld  see the  rest 
o f  h i s  l i f e ,  days  upon days as a s u f f e r i n g ,  m i s e r a b l e  
wre tch  - u n t i l  h i s  f r i e n d  s a t  up and t u r n e d  t o  him 
g r i n n i n g ,  f l a s h i n g  absu rd ,  whi te  t e e t h  - John had 
neve r  seen such an absurd  g r i n  i n  such a s  ab su rd  
p l a c e .  And John t e l l s  t h e  r e t a r d e d  how he l o s t  
c o n t r o l  and laughed ou t  i n  t h e  da rk  j ung l e  n i g h t  
u n t i l ,  l a t e r  on, t h e  rest  of t h e  p a t r o l  had t o  h o l d  
him down and cover h i s  mouth b e f o r e  he go t  them a l l  
k i l l e d .  
So a s  S t e l l a  p i c k s  he r  t e e t h  and h e r  l o v e r ,  
Ralph,  watches he r  l ong ing ly ,  a s  i f  he i s  t r y i n g  t o  
f i n d  a way i n s i d e  t o  h e l p  h e r ,  John t e l l s  them abou t  
t h e  v i s i o n  t h a t  changed h i s  l i f e  f o r e v e r .  While 
T e r r i b l e  Tom shakes h i s  f i s t  and t h r e a t e n s  v i o l e n c e  on 
them a l l ,  even t h o s e  he sees  pa s s ing  o u t  t h e  bus 
window, h i s  huge head moving from s i d e  t o  s i d e ,  John 
t e l l s  them about  t h e  day he w a s  d r i v i n g  a l o n e  down 
Highway One between Hue and Da-Nang, when he  saw a  
man, h i s  w i f e ,  and t h e i r  f o u r ,  young s o n s  i n  a  paddy 
a l o n g s i d e  t h e  road ,  a l l  with t h e i r  backs  b e n t ,  hands  
t h r u s t  i n t o  t h e  wa te r .  A s  John passed i n  h i s  j e e p ,  he  
t hough t  a b s e n t l y  how lucky t h i s  family was t o  have  s o  
many sons  t o  work t h e  f i e l d ,  when suddenly they  a l l  
rose i n  un i son  and began waving t h e i r  hands madly, 
t w i s t i n g  t h e i r  mouths i n t o  odd shapes ,  screwing up 
t h e i r  e y e s ,  making hideous  f ace s .  John t e l l s  t h e  
r e t a r d e d  how he knew then  and t h e r e  t h a t  t h e  f ami ly  
w a s  t r y i n g  t o  warn him of unbearable  t h i n g s  t o  come, 
so he d id  t h e  only  t h i n g  he could  do;  h e  changed h i s  
i n s i d e s  w i t h  drugs.  H e  t e l l s  them, t o o ,  how once he  
s t a r t e d  h e  c o u l d n ' t  s t o p ,  but  smoked, a te ,  and poked 
n e e d l e s  u n t i l  eve ry th ing  was gone comple te ly ,  u n t i l  
e v e r y t h i n g  d i s appea red .  
I t  is l a t e  i n  t h e  evening,  and t h e  soap o p e r a s  
a r e  a l l  o v e r  f o r  ano ther  Thursday, John watches a  
b lank  t e l e v i s i o n  s c r een  and chews d r y l y  on a n o t h e r  
peanu t  b u t t e r  sandwich. Crumbs c l i n g  t o  him, and he 
c a n  hea r  Arabs through an open window, t a l k i n g  and 
l a u g h i n g  and d r i n k i n g  t e a  out  on t h e i r  porches  up and 
down t h e  s t r e e t ,  even a t  t h i s  l a t e  hour ,  The Arabs 
w i t h  t h e i r  guns and swords, t h e i r  r e p u t a t i o n  and t h e i r  
l a t e  hours  have made h i s  neighborhood t h e  s a f e s t  i n  
D e t r o i t :  The u sua l  cr imes - bu rg l a ry ,  murder,  r a p e ,  
t h e f t  - s o  rampant everywhere e l s e  i n  t h e  c i t y ,  a r e  
n o n - e x i s t e n t  h e r e .  
But John  knows t h a t  t h i s  n i g h t  is s t r a n g e :  
R e a t h e r ' s  p a r t y  has ended e a r l y  - t h e  music has  ceased  
and t h e  v o i c e s  have stopped f i l t e r i n g  down. The bed, 
however, b e g i n s  t o  squeak u p s t a i r s ,  and John wonders 
vague ly  i f  t h e  Asian men a r e  l i n i n g  u p  f o r  Heather  t h e  
Whore and h e r  Chinese whore f r i e n d s ,  Chinh and Eanh, 
w h i l e  t h e  o t h e r  Asian women look on,  s t i l l  i n  t h e i r  
l o v e l y  evening gowns, s t u f f e d  wi th  Champagne and 
c a v i a r .  The squeaking s t o p s  and s t a r t s  a g a i n  and 
a g a i n  a s  t h e  minutes pa s s ,  and John realizes t h a t  he 
i s  r i g h t .  
Music w a f t s  a c r o s s  t h e  n i g h t  from somewhere, from 
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someone e l s e ' s  house f a r  down t h e  s t r e e t  perhaps .  I t  
is She l l ey  Fabares  s i n g i n g  "Johnny Angel," and John  
l i s t e n s  c l o s e l y ,  u n t i l  he  h e a r s  h e r  t e l l i n g  him over  
and over  t h a t  he is an angel  t o  h e r .  The minutes  
b e g i n  p a s s i n g  i n  j e r k s  and jumps, l i k e  rounds squeezed 
o f f  s lowly and method ica l ly ,  u n t i l  John i s  on h i s  
f e e t ,  h i s  M-16 c r ad l ed  l i k e  an i n f a n t  i n  h i s  arms,  a s  
h e  l i s t e n s  t o  t h e  bed squeak l oude r  and l oude r ,  
w a i l i n g  l i k e  a  scream f o r  he lp .  Then, p u t t i n g  h i s  
f i n g e r s  t o  h i s  l i p s ,  he knows t h a t  it i s  no l onge r  the 
bed squeak ing ,  bu t  t h e  sound coming from h i s  own 
mouth. 
THE CHANCE ENCOUNTER OF HABERMANN THE 
TRANSLATOR AND LY THE STREET URCHIN 
AND HOW THEIR LIVES ARE CHANGED FOREVER 
H e r  mother and f a t h e r  were dead,  s o  she s l e p t  i n  
a n  a l l e y  behind a  B.O.Q. h o t e l  on Tran-Hung-Dao S t r e e t  
a t  t h e  edge of Cho-Lon. And every morning f o r  f o u r  
months when he l e f t  i n  a  motorized x ich- lo  f o r  h i s  j ob  
a t  MACV a s  a Vietnamese t r a n s l a t o r ,  Haberrnann s a w  h e r  
s t a n d i n g  j u s t  o u t s i d e  t h e  h o t e l  sand drum b a r r i c a d e .  
And every evening,  t o o ,  a£ t e r  ref us ing h i s  x i ch - lo  
d r i v e r ' s  o f f e r s  of t h e  p leasures  of drugs  and t h e  
s e x u a l  charms of h i s  twelve-year-old cous in ,  and a f t e r  
paying t h e  d r i v e r  what he  deserved r a t h e r  t han  what he  
demanded, then walking away from h i s  d r i v e r ' s  
complaining harangue toward t h e  h o t e l ,  Habermann saw 
h e r  aga in ,  exac t ly  as he had seen her i n  t h e  morning, 
two s t u f f e d  paperbags a t  her s i d e s ,  h e r  long b lack  
h a i r  s w e p t  from her eyes l i k e  p e r f e c t i o n ,  o b l i v i o u s  t o  
t h e  amazing hea t  and a c t i v i t y  about h e r ,  a s  i f  she  
w e r e  somehow frozen s o l i d  with h e a t ,  smi l ing  a  
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f o r l o r n ,  world-weary s m i l e ,  b u t  smiling none the less ,  
l i k e  t h e  world was a  p l ace  where everything was as it 
should be and it was her  duty t o  endure,  a  l i t t l e  g i r l  
wi thout  pa ren t s  i n  t h e  midst of  a  war wi thout  end. 
But one evening a f t e r  fou r  months, f o r  no reason 
o t h e r  than t h e  evening was unusual ly  cool  and t h e  
p rospec t  of another  t h r e e  hours among squea l ing ,  jaded 
b a r g i r l s  was so r epu l s ive ,  t h a t  he knew i f  h e  s tepped 
one f o o t  toward downtown, he would suddenly run 
howling through the  s t r e e t s  t o  j o i n  the  mad, t h e  
demented, t h e  tw i s t ed  of t h e  world,  he stopped and 
asked h e r  h e r  name, H e r  name was Ly, and they  t a l k e d  
f o r  t h r e e  hour s ,  u n t i l  curfew forced  him back t o  h i s  
h o t e l  room, about h e r  dead mother and f a t h e r  and h e r  
on ly  l i v i n g  family  member, her th i r teen-year -o ld  
b r o t h e r  who took c a r e  of he r ,  t h e  no ise  of Tran-Hung- 
Dao S t r e e t  converging and abat ing by t u r n ,  u n t i l  h e  
knew he would no longer  ca re  about the  b a r s  and whores 
and drugs  f o r  t h e  r e s t  of h i s  l i f e ,  
What was h i s  name? she  wanted t o  know. H i s  name 
w a s  Habermann, he s a i d ,  but  h i s  Vietnamese t e a c h e r s  i n  
America had c a l l e d  him H a i ,  and he l i k e d  t o  be c a l l e d  
by t h a t  name b e s t .  H e  worked on t h e  edge of Sai-Gon, 
on t h e  big a i r b a s e  c a l l e d  Tan-Son-Nhut. 
Y e s ,  s h e  knew where Tan-Son-Nkut was. Before h e r  
p a r e n t s  were k i l l e d  i n  a  mortar a t t a c k  two yea r s  ago, 
t h e y  a l l  l i v e d  on a s t r e e t  nex t  t o  t he  main g a t e .  H e r  
f a t h e r  had been i n  t h e  a i r  f o r c e ,  she  s a i d ,  dropping 
h e r  hands from h e r  bags and t i l t i n g  h e r  head,  l i g h t l y  
s t r o k i n g  h e r  h a i r .  A major.  
Then, wi thou t  t h i n k i n g ,  Habermann t o l d  he r  a joke  
h e  had overheard  ano ther  t r a n s l a t o r  t e l l  a b a r g i r l  h i s  
f i r s t  evening downtown f o u r  months ago, a j oke  
Habermann had s i n c e  t o l d  over and over ,  n i g h t  a f t e r  
n i g h t .  The reason he  spoke Vietnamese s o  w e l l ,  he 
s a i d ,  was because  he was a c t u a l l y  Vietnamese, b u t  some 
t e r r i b l e  m i s t a k e  had occurred .  H e  had somehow been 
bo rn  i n  America, i n  t h e  wrong woman's body. He w a s  
h e r e  t o  f i n d  t h e  American, h i s  b r o t h e r ,  who had been 
bo rn  i n  t h e  wrong woman's body i n  Viet-Nam, s o  t h e y  
cou ld  f i n a l l y  make t h e  swi tch ,  so  they cou ld  
s t r a i g h t e n  t h i n g s  o u t  f o r  good. 
Habermann laughed a s  he f i n i s h e d ,  bu t  Ly o n l y  
smi l ed  weakly and c lu t ched  a t  her  bags a g a i n .  
Haberrnann l e aned  a g a i n s t  the  sand drum and looked o u t  
a t  t h e  street.  What t h e  h e l l  d id  you s a y  t o  c h i l d r e n ,  
anyway? H e  f e l t  h i s  f a c e  g e t  hot and sweat  t i n g l e  h i s  
back .  A few f e e t  i n  f r o n t  of them a sandwich vendor 
made a French l o a f  sandwich f o r  a customer. H e  s l i c e d  
t h e  green peppers  and tomatoes c a r e f u l l y ,  
m e t i c u l o u s l y ,  and p laced  them and t h e  s t r i p s  of g r ay  
n e a t  o n t o  t h e  s p l i t  loa f  be fo r e  dous ing  it wi th  nuoc- 
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m a m  from a  p l a s t i c  k e t c h u p  d i s p e n s e r .  F i n a l l y ,  h e  
wrapped t h e  sandwich i n  newspaper and handed it a c r o s s  
t h e  c o u n t e r .  The b i l l b o a r d  above t h e  movie t h e a t r e  
a c r o s s  t h e  street a d v e r t i s e d  a n o t h e r  swashbuck le r ,  t h e  
two b r i l l i a n t l y  p a i n t e d  s t a r s  s t a r i n g  o u t  a t  t h e  
s t r ee t  below through ambiguously shaped eyes .  
E v e n t u a l l y ,  Habermann t u r n e d  t o  L y  a g a i n .  
What w a s  s h e  d o i n g  o u t  h e r e ,  anyway? h e  wanted t o  
know. H e  s a w  h e r  i n  t h e  sane  s p o t  morning and n i g h t ,  
h e  s a i d .  And how o l d  was she and why wasn '  t she  i n  
s c h o o l ?  
She  w a s  e i g h t ,  s h e  s a i d ,  and s h e  waited h e r e  
e v e r y  day f o r  h e r  b r o t h e r .  She d i d n ' t  know what h e r  
b r o t h e r  d i d ,  o n l y  t h a t  h e  went o u t  e a r l y  and r e t u r n e d  
l a t e  w i t h  a l i t t l e  money f o r  them, enough f o r  f o o d .  
S h e  d i d n ' t  c a r e  what he d i d ,  s h e  s a i d ,  h e r  e y e s  
downcas t ,  h e r  s m i l e  gone f o r  t h e  moment, a s  i f  s h e  
knew t h a t  what h e r  b r o t h e r  d i d  was something 
u n m e n t i o n a b l e ,  something s o  unbea rab ly  c o r r u p t ,  even  
h e r e ,  t h a t  s h e  had t o  keep it from one such as h e ,  a n  
American l i k e  a l l  Americans,  a lways  s e a r c h i n g  f o r  t h e  
i n n o c e n t ,  t h e  n a i v e ,  even h e r e .  But  Habermann d i d  
i m a g i n e  a m a l e  f a c s i m i l e  of h e r ;  p e r h a p s  he had even  
s e e n  h e r  b r o t h e r ,  c o u n t l e s s  times, pimping i n  t h e  
R o s e ,  t h e  N e w  York, t h e  E l y s e e ,  spewing Yankee s l a n g  
f rom a c h i l d ' s  mouth, "You f u c k ,  G . I . ?  You want g i r l ?  
My sister  good g i r l .  She fuck you, G . I . "  
L y  kep t  t r a c k  o f  t h e i r  c l o t h e s ,  s h e  s a i d ,  t h e i r  
p o s s e s s i o n s .  She pu l l ed  he r  bags even c l o s e r  now and 
h e l d  on.  R ice  p o t s ,  chops t i ck s ,  and c l o t h e s  s t u c k  out  
of t h e  two paperbags.  That w a s  h e r  job ,  she  s a i d .  
Habermann looked a t  her  c l o s e l y ,  s m i l i n g  a g a i n  
l i k e  s h e  smi led  every  morning and every  evening. He 
cou ld  s e e  s h e  w a s  determined.  Every th ing  w a s  f i n e ,  
j u s t  f i n e .  
Y e s ,  h e  s a i d ,  h e  could see t h a t .  
A s  t h e  days  passed i n t o  weeks, Habermann found 
h imse l f  becoming obsessed wi th  Ly. He c o u l d n ' t  
e x p l a i n  h i s  obse s s ion  - it s u r p r i s e d  and confused him 
b u t  h e  s imply accep t ed  it, l i k e  h e  accep ted  t h e  
n e c e s s i t y  o f  spending h i s  twen ty-s ix th  yea r  i n  a war 
w i t h o u t  end.  I n  t h e  evening he watched f o r  he r  as he  
came down t h e  s t ree t  i n  h i s  x i c h - l o ,  once  t h e  h o t e l  
came i n t o  s i g h t ,  a s  i f  a g l o r i o u s  f a n t a s y ,  a renewal 
of some k ind  were about  t o  appear ,  c o r r u p t i o n  and e v i l  
pushed back i n t o  t h e  n o i s e  of t h e  street.  Sometimes 
h i s  e a r s  r a n g  as he neared t h e  h o t e l .  Sometimes he 
c o u l d n '  t h e a r  a t  a l l  u n t i l  h e r  cry of g r e e t i n g .  
A s  he worked du r in g  t h e  day,  he thought  abou t  
h e r ,  s t a n d i n g  i n  t h e  street,  on he r  own s t aked  o u t  
c o r n e r ,  w i l l i n g  t o  p r o t e c t  h e r  paperbags w i t h  
e v e r y t h i n g  h e r  f r a g i l e ,  young l i f e  possessed.  H e  
cou ld  b a r e l y  w a i t  f o r  t h e  work day t o  be  ove r  so h e  
cou ld  g e t  back t o  h e r .  H e  even began n e g l e c t i n g  h i s  
job - reams of docurnents, t r a n s c r i p t s  from Radio Ha- 
N o i  b r o a d c a s t s  of  running dogs and l a ckeys ,  South 
Vietnamese Puppets  and American I m p e r i a l i s t s  - s t a c k e d  
on h i s  desk  i n  f r o n t  of h i s  daydreaming eyes ,  u n t i l  a 
s u p e r i o r  f i n a l l y  prodded him t o  a quick  b u r s t  of work. 
Habermann and Ly t a l k e d  every n i g h t  u n t i l  t h e  l a s t  
minute  b e f o r e  curfew. 
A s  t h e  M.P. guarded t h e  h o t e l  from h i s  k i o s k ,  h i s  
s h i n y ,  b l ack  helmet r e f l e c t i n g  t h e  l i g h t s  o f  t h e  
s t r e e t ,  Mabermann t a l k e d  t o  L y  about  h i s  l i f e  i n  
America, h i s  w i f e ,  and a l l  the p l ans  t h e y  had a f t e r  
t h e  w a r .  And Ly seemed t o  understand s o  w e l l .  She 
asked  q u e s t i o n s ,  t h e  r i g h t  ques t i ons .  She asked him 
abou t  h i s  w i f e ,  h i s  p a r e n t s ,  about  America. 
H e  and h i s  wife  both grew up i n  Sou thern  
Minnesota as  chi ldhood swee thea r t s ,  They were bo th  
o n l y  c h i l d r e n ,  and t h e i r  p a r e n t s  had amazingly a l l  
f o u r  dropped dead w i th in  fou r  months of each o t h e r ,  
h i s  mother and he r  f a t h e r  from c a n c e r ,  and h i s  f a t h e r  
and h e r  mother  of h e a r t  f a i l u r e .  T h i s  weird q u i r k  of 
l i f e  t i g h t e n e d  t h e i r  bond, t h e s e  f ami ly  d e a t h s  
b r i n g i n g  them even c l o s e r  t o g e t h e r .  
A f t e r  h igh schoo l  he cont inued t o  work i n  t h e  
g roce ry  s t o r e ,  and she worked a s  a  bank c l e r k .  She 
had been l e f t  a  modest house on Elm S t r e e t ,  and t h e y  
were both  ext remely  f r u g a l  - t h ey  went o u t  l i t t l e  and 
saved t h e i r  money. Where t h i s  penchant  f o r  f r u g a l i t y  
came from he had no idea:  The i r  p a r e n t s  had been 
generous ,  as generous a s  t h e i r  working c l a s s  means 
a l lowed.  But t h e r e  it was none the l e s s .  They set a 
seven-year  g o a l ,  a seven-year p l an  ( t h e y  dec ided  t o  
l i v e  t h e  rest  of t h e i r  l i v e s  i n  seven-year  
i n s t a l l m e n t s  ) , t h e n  marr iage  and t r a v e l .  They were 
bo th  c r azy  about  t r a v e l .  They wanted t o  go everywhere 
- Europe, A u s t r a l i a ,  South America, Asia .  They 
weren ' t i n t e r e s t e d  i n  c o l l e g e ,  and c h i l d r e n  weren ' t a 
p a r t  of t h e i r  p l a n s ,  e i t h e r .  Ne i t he r  had eve r  wanted 
any. I t  had been another  t h i n g  which had drawn them 
t o g e t h e r .  
But t h e  s i x t h  year  of t h e i r  f i r s t  seven-year  
p l a n ,  V i e t - N a m  blackened t h e  hor izon  and t h r u s t  t h e i r  
l i v e s  i n t o  t h e  unknown. They t r i e d  t o  do t h e i r  b e s t  
t o  d e a l  w i t h  it. They decided t o  g e t  marr ied  a t  once. 
They a l s o  dec ided  t h a t  he should  e n l i s t  t o  s t a y  o u t  of 
t h e  war - a n  army r e c r u i t e r  t o l d  them t h a t  i f  
Habermann e n l i s t e d ,  because  of h i s  high t e s t  s c o r e s ,  
he would go t o  0.  C . S .  and then t o  language s choo l .  
Then a t  l e a s t  t h e y  cou ld  be t o g e t h e r  somewhere. But 
one  of t h e  i r o n i e s  of  t h e  war m e t  them a lmos t  a t  once: 
A f t e r  O.C.S. he was s e n t  t o  Vietnamese language 
s c h o o l ,  
A s  t i m e  passed Habermann brought  L y  p r e s e n t s  t o  
make h e r  happy, t o  l i g h t  up h e r  f a c e .  Every n i g h t  now 
he go t  o u t  of h i s  x i ch - lo  laden w i t h  g i f t s :  B r i g h t  
c o l o r e d  movie magazines ( f o r  which she was 
i n s a t i a b l e ) ,  candy b a r s  from t h e  MACV P X ,  c e l l ophane  
bags  of French candy from the  Black Market vendors  on 
Le-Loi, and two red  c a r t o n s  of Marlboro f o r  h e r  
b r o t h e r  c l u t c h e d  under h i s  arm, H e  had no c l e a r  i d e a  
what w a s  happening,  what was moving him t o  such 
l e n g t h s ,  o n l y  t h a t  he  was moving and t h a t  t h e r e  w a s  
no th ing  he cou ld  do; answers of  any k i n d  were beyond 
h i m ,  
H e  took hundreds of p i c t u r e s  of  h e r  w i th  h i s  
P o l a r o i d  camera; she was a l s o  i n s a t i a b l e  f o r  p i c t u r e s .  
H e  asked pas se r sby  - x i ch - lo  d r i v e r s ,  whores, pimps, 
s t ree t  vendors ,  G .  I ,  a s ,  communists, probably - t o  t a k e  
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p i c t u r e s  of them i n  d i f f e r e n t  p o s e s .  They s p e n t  h o u r s  
p o r i n g  o v e r  t h e i r  p i c t u r e s ;  sometimes t h e y  g i g g l e d  
o v e r  t he  a b s u r d i t y  of t h e i r  e x p r e s s i o n s ;  o t h e r  t i m e s  
t h e y  commented q u i t e  s e r i o u s l y  a b o u t  making them 
b e t t e r  t h e  next time. 
Then o n e  e v e n i n g ,  a f t e r  c o n v i n c i n g  Ly t h a t  t h e y  
c o u l d  t a k e  h e r  bags  w i t h  them - Haberrnann c a r r y i n g  
one,  she t h e  o t h e r  - and r e t u r n  i n  p l e n t y  of t i m e  
b e f o r e  c u r f e w  and  h e r  appoin tment  w i t h  h e r  b r o t h e r ,  
t h e y  walked t o  t h e  Thanh-Bich R e s t a u r a n t  f o r  d i n n e r .  
The r e s t a u r a n t  was j u s t  o f f  t h e  major t r a f f i c  c i r c l e  
where  Tran-Hung-Dao and  Le-Loi m e t ,  t h e  j u n c t u r e  
be tween Ch inese  Cho-Lon and downtown Sai-Gon, and t h e y  
walked t h e  f i f t e e n  b l o c k s  s l o w l y ,  wedging t h r o u g h  
c rowds ,  s t r u g g l i n g  w i t h  t h e i r  b a g s ,  dodging 
m o t o r b i k e s ,  j e e p s ,  t r u c k s ,  t a x i c a b s ,  and  x i c h - l o ' s  a t  
e v e r y  t u r n  and e v e r y  c ros swa lk .  Habermann k e p t  h o l d  
o f  Ly' s hand t o  keep h e r  from b e i n g  swal lowed up. A s  
t h e y  walked he r e a l i z e d  t h a t  t h i s  w a s  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  
h e  had touched  h e r .  
A few s idewa lk  t a b l e s  were s p r e a d  o u t  i n  f r o n t  o f  
t h e  doorway of  t h e  r e s t a u r a n t ,  b u t  Haberrnann and Ly 
t o o k  o n e  where Ly wanted, i n s i d e ,  a l o n g  t h e  r i g h t  
w a l l ,  a c r o s s  t h e  room from t h e  i c e  cream c o u n t e r .  
From where Habermann s a t ,  he c o u l d  watch t h e  t r a f f i c  
on  E e - L o i  and t h e  w a i t e r s  h u r r y  from table t o  tab le ,  
i n  and o u t  t h e  door.  
They shoveled  food  i n t o  t h e i r  mouths from t h e  
p l a t e s  and bowls p laced  b e f o r e  them - t h e  r e s t a u r a n t  
s p e c i a l t y ,  a l a r g e  d i s h  of corn be t e t ,  brown f r i e d  
r ice and a  smal l  p i e c e  of s t e a k  wi th  a l a r g e  egg over  
t h e  t o p ,  mixed vege t ab l e  d i s h e s ,  a  bowl of g r e e n s ,  and 
nuoc-mam f i s h  sauce t o  drench eve ry th ing .  Habermann 
o r d e r e d  a  Ba-Muoi-Ba f o r  himself  and a  Coke f o r  Ly. 
Maybe her b r o t h e r  could j o i n  them h e r e  l a t e r  i n  
t h e  week, h e  s a i d ,  s i p p i n g  h i s  beer .  She could  a s k  
him t o n i g h t  and then l e t  Habermann know tomorrow. 
N o ,  s h e  s a i d  a t  once, wi thout  look ing  up from h e r  
f ood .  H e r  b r o t h e r  d e t e s t e d  Americans. H e  h a t ed  he r  
s e e i n g  Habermann, even. They argued abou t  it eve ry  
n i g h t .  She looked up f i n a l l y  and smiled through a  
mouth f i l l e d  wi th  rice and egg. But he smoked t h e  
c i g a r e t t e s ,  she s a i d .  
Habermann drank more beer  and watched h e r  ea t .  
J e s u s ,  he c o u l d n ' t  imagine what he would do. 
L y  looked up aga in .  Don' t  worry, s h e  s a i d ,  
swal lowing,  she d i d n ' t  let  her  b ro the r  t e l l  he r  who 
she could  t a l k  t o .  Haberrnann should  j u s t  keep 
b r i n g i n g  t h e  c i g a r e t t e s .  
An argument began o u t s i d e  i n  f r o n t  of t h e  open 
doorway between a x i c h - l o  d r i v e r  and a  G . I .  
Vietnamese street people  and merchants  crowded a round .  
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"YOU pay ,  G .  I." " ~ u c k  you, man. I ' l l  f u c k i n '  blow 
you away, man. " Habermann heard  s p e c t a t o r s  murmuring, 
s n e e r i n g ,  thang-meo, thang-meo, thang-meo. 
Ly was s t i l l  e a t i n g ,  but  h e r  Coke was gone. 
Habermann o rde r ed  h e r  another  and ano the r  Ba-Muoi-Ba 
f o r  h i m s e l f .  H e  watched Ly, pour ing  h e r  Coke i n t o  h e r  
g l a s s ,  and asked her  suddenly i f  s h e  cou ld  read .  
Could she  read?  Of course  she  could  read .  And 
s h e  began r e a d i n g  s i g n s  on t h e  w a l l s  of t h e  r e s t a u r a n t  
and o u t s i d e  i n t o  t h e  street.  I c e  Cream 80p. B i cyc l e  
and Motorcycle Repa i r s .  Magazines, C i g a r e t t e s ,  
Tobacco. Keep Righ t .  Two Wheel Parking Only. She  
p icked  up t h e  menu c a r d .  Rice,  beef s t e a k  and egg. 
T e a ,  m i lk ,  Coca-Cola. Hadn't  she  read t h e  menu when 
t h e y  o r d e r e d ?  H e r  b r o t h e r  t augh t  he r  new words e v e r y  
n i g h t .  
O k ,  ok ,  Habermann s a i d .  She could read .  Ok, 
f i n e .  But what about  school? wouldn' t  she l i k e  t o  g o  
t o  schoo l?  
H e r  e y e s  lit b r i e f l y ,  but  d i ed  by t h e  t i m e  s h e  
p u t  down h e r  chops t i ck s  and bowl. She s a i d  no. She 
cou ld  read  b e t t e r  every  day. That was enough. 
But w a s  she  happy? he i n s i s t e d .  
Ly s t a r e d ,  her  hands on t h e  t a b l e ,  her  brow 
fur rowed ,  l i k e  she  w a s  awai t ing  i n s t r u c t i o n s .  Happy. 
She s a i d  it a g a i n ,  l i k e  it was a new word h e r  b r o t h e r  
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had j u s t  t a u g h t  h e r ,  p e r h a p s  even  a word from a n o t h e r  
l anguage .  She s a i d  it once more, t h e n  p i c k e d  up h e r  
bowl and c h o p s t i c k s  and  c o n t i n u e d  e a t i n g .  
Habermann hea rd  a mor tar  exp lode  c l o s e  b y ,  down 
t h e  s t ree t  a ways, toward Cho-Lon, and t h o u g h t  b r i e f l y  
a b o u t  g o i n g  t o  t h e  doorway t o  i n v e s t i g a t e  b u t  changed 
h i s  mind. Ly had f i n a l l y  f i n i s h e d  e v e r y t h i n g ,  
i n c l u d i n g  h e r  Coke. H e  asked h e r  i f  s h e  wanted some 
ice cream. 
T h e  Thanh-Bich became t h e i r  f a v o r i t e  p l a c e ,  and 
e v e r y  n i g h t ,  a f t e r  h e  met h e r ,  loaded  w i t h  g i f t s ,  t h e y  
s t u f f e d  t h e  candy,  magazines ,  and c i g a r e t t e s  i n t o  h e r  
b a g s  and o f f  t h e y  went ,  d r a g g i n g  t h e  bags  t h e  f i f t e e n  
b l o c k s  t o  t h e  r e s t a u r a n t ,  h o l d i n g  hands.  And l a t e r ,  
a f t e r  d i n n e r ,  t h e y  made t h e  t r e k  home a g a i n  and t a l k e d  
i n  f r o n t  of  t h e  b a r r i c a d e  u n t i l  curfew. 
But t h e n  one  day from o u t  of nowhere a t  a l l ,  
Habermann r e c e i v e d  o r d e r s  t o  b e  t r a n s f e r r e d  t o  Nha- 
Trang f o r  t h e  d u r a t i o n  of h i s  t o u r .  H e  w a i t e d  t w o  
more d a y s ,  u n t i l  t h e  n i g h t  b e f o r e  h e  was t o  l e a v e ,  t o  
t e l l  Ly. 
A f t e r  t h e y  f i n i s h e d  e a t i n g  and he w a s  d r i n k i n g  
h i s  f o u r t h  b e e r  and Ly h e r  t h i r d  Coke, h e  b l u r t e d  i t  
o u t ,  w i thou t  p r e l i m i n a r i e s .  She knew how t h e  army 
was, he s a i d ,  t h e  war. H e r  dad had been i n  t h e  a i r  
f o r c e .  Habermann had no c h o i c e ,  he t o l d  h e r ;  he had 
t o  go.  But he  would r e t u r n  and see her  a g a i n  b e f o r e  
he l e f t  Viet-Nam. H e  would have a week i n  Sai-Gon i n  
August,  bef o r e  h e  was t o  f l y  home. 
But Ly s a i d  no, he wouldn' t come back.  She ' d 
neve r  s e e  him aga in .  She knew b e t t e r  t h a n  t h a t .  They 
should  say goodbye now, f o r e v e r .  And it was ok,  s h e  
s a i d ,  She knew t h i s  d a y  would come, 
She s a t  ve ry  s t r a i g h t  i n  h e r  c h a i r ,  so  grown up, 
he thought .  He f i n i s h e d  h i s  b e e r  and pushed h i s  g l a s s  
away. 
But he shouldn '  t l ie  t o  h e r ,  Ly con t inued .  H e  
s h o u l d n ' t  s a y  h e  was coming back. She had t e a r s  i n  
h e r  eye s  b u t  h e r  v o i c e  d i d n ' t  break.  She wanted t o  go 
now, s h e  s a i d ,  She w a s  f i n i s h e d  w i th  h e r  Coke. 
Haberrnann d i d n ' t  push it; he l e t  h e r  have h e r  
way. H e  s a i d  goodbye a t  curfew and squeezed her  
s h o u l d e r ,  b u t  she  pu l l ed  back and looked t h e  o t h e r  
way. W e l l ,  he knew he  would see h e r  a g a i n ,  when he 
g o t  back to Sai-Gon i n  August. Th i s  w a s n ' t  goodbye, 
n o  m a t t e r  what she  thought ;  he  knew b e t t e r  than t h a t .  
He 'd  s t i l l  have a chance t o  s a y  goodbye. 
So t h e  nex t  morning a s  he  rode  away i n  h i s  xich-  
l o  toward MACV f o r  t h e  l a s t  t i m e ,  he saw her wai t i ng  
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as  s he  always had been,  w a i t i n g  f o r  he r  b r o t h e r ,  f o r  
t h e  day t o  end and f o r  a n o t h e r  t o  fo l low - perhaps  
even  f o r  t h e  w a r  t o  end - but no l onge r  wa i t i ng  f o r  
him. 
Once Haberrnann got  t o  Nha-Trang, once he w a s  
a p a r t  from Ly and knew he  would n o t  see he r  a g a i n  
u n t i l  August ,  h e  f a n t a s i z e d  about  he r  as h i s  own 
c h i l d .  While h e  worked a t  h i s  new job t r a n s l a t i n g  
c a p t u r e d  documents i n  h i s  a i r  cond i t ioned  Quonse t  h u t  
o n  t h e  edge of t h e  a i r b a s e ,  a l o n e  wi th  a brown, b a r e ,  
wooden t a b l e  and a  c o f f e e  cup, B-52's and F-105 's  
overhead r a t t l i n g  t h e  w a l l s ,  documents sometimes t o o  
b lood soaked t o  t r a n s l a t e ,  l o v e  l e t t e r s  and poems 
sometimes t o o  hear t - rend ing  and pe r sona l  f o r  any war 
e f f o r t ,  he  saw he r  wi th  them i n  t h e i r  house on Elm 
S t r e e t ,  going o f f  t o  school  every  day, wearing p ink  , 
p a r t y  d r e s s e s  on s p e c i a l  occas ions  - h e r  f i r s t  dance .  
H e  saw himsel f  t a k i n g  he r  t o  b r e a k f a s t  on Sa tu rday  
mornings a t  t h e  l o c a l  d i n e r ,  t each ing  h e r  t o  en joy  
g r e a s y  eggs  and sausage.  H e  saw h e r  o n  h e r  f i r s t  real 
d a t e ,  he and h e r  mother f r e t t i n g  f o r  h e r  s a f e t y  and 
f o r  t h e i r  own h e a r t s ,  even wanting t o  f o l l ow  t h e  young 
l o v e r s  o f f  i n  t h e i r  c a r  t o  make s u r e .  And he s a w  h e r  
g o  o f f  t o  c o l l e g e  and  become a famous su rgeon ,  l a t e r  
t r e a t i n g  h e r  dad and m o t h e r ' s  a i l m e n t s  l o v i n g l y  and 
w i t h  p a t i e n c e .  And he  even  s a w  h i s  g r a n d c h i l d r e n  
p o k i n g  a b o u t  h i s  f e e t  i n  h i s  v e n e r a b l e  o l d  age .  
Wi th in  a  week a f t e r  h i s  a r r i v a l  a t  Nha-Trang, 
Habermann knew he had t o  w r i t e  h i s  w i f e  and t e l l  h e r  
a l l ,  n o  m a t t e r  how s h e  responded,  no m a t t e r  what s h e  
t h o u g h t .  H e  had t o  t a k e  t h e  chance.  H e  was a f r a i d  o f  
wha t  s h e  might  say  - a l l  t h e i r  p l a n s ,  a l l  t h e s e  y e a r s  
- b u t  he knew t h e r e  was no t u r n i n g  back. A f t e r  a 
month h e  mailed h e r  a  ve ry  c a r e f u l l y  composed le t te r .  
There  was t h i s  l i t t l e  g i r l  he  had m e t ,  a s t r e e t  
u r c h i n ,  no p a r e n t s ,  j u s t  a  t h i r t e e n - y e a r - o l d  b r o t h e r  
t o  t a k e  c a r e  of  h e r .  And l o  and behold  he had gone  
c r a z y  f o r  h e r ,  and a l l  h e  cou ld  t h i n k  o f  now was h e r  
as  t h e i r  c h i l d .  H e  wanted to  adop t  h e r .  Could s h e  
i m a g i n e ?  H i m  w a n t i n g  a c h i l d ?  H e  had no i d e a  h i m s e l f  
why t h e  b i g  change,  bu t  t h e r e  it  w a s .  And h e  c o u l d n ' t  
h e l p  h i m s e l f .  Could she  f i n d  it i n  h e r  h e a r t  t o  
change  h e r  mind? H e  knew how much it w a s  t o  a s k ,  b u t  
h e  had t o  a s k  i t .  Could she? He c o u l d  even  send h e r  
a p i c t u r e ,  
I n  h e r  l e t t e r  h i s  w i f e  a d m i t t e d  t o  a lways  h a v i n g  
wanted  a c h i l d .  It had been h e r  s e c r e t ,  But  now. 
S h e  d i d n ' t  even  want t o  see a p i c t u r e ,  s h e  s a i d .  
s h e ' d  be c r a z y  abou t  h e r ,  s h e  knew, no  matter what .  
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He shou ld  l u s t  b r i n g  h e r  home. He s h o u l d n t t  worry,  
not a b i t -  She could  h a r d l y  w a i t  t o  s e e  h e r ,  t o  meet 
h e r ,  t o  ho ld  her  i n  h e r  arms,  t o  see them a l l  
t o g e t h e r .  J u s t  b r i n g  her  home. She could b a r e l y  
w a i t .  
Habermann s l e p t  very l i t t l e  t h o s e  l a s t  t h r e e  
months,  H e  began paperwork wi th  t h e  army and t h e  
Vietnamese government. H e  even go t  forms f o r  a 
mon th ' s  emergency e x t e n s i o n  of h i s  t o u r  i f  it t u r n e d  
o u t  t h a t  h e  needed it. A f t e r  h i s  w i f e ' s  l e t t e r ,  h e  
moved from p l a c e  t o  p l a c e ,  from o f f i c e  t o  o f f  i c e ,  
b r i b e  t o  b r i b e ,  l i k e  one demented, obsessed .  J u s t  
b r i n g  her  home. She could ba re ly  w a i t .  As he  moved 
t h r o u g h  t h e  camp day a f t e r  day,  he a l r e a d y  s a w  LY ' 5  
face when h e  t o l d  h e r ,  b l i s s f u l ,  ,&Z.QPY. 
H e  r e t u r n s  t o  Sai-Gon i n  August a s  he  promised,  
b u t  s h e  no l o n g e r  s t ands  c l u t c h i n g  he r  bags a l o n g s i d e  
h i s  o l d  B.0.Q.  h o t e l ,  wa i t ing  f o r  h e r  b r o t h e r ,  w a i t i n g  
f o r  Habermann t o  r e t u r n  t o  he r  i n  h i s  x i c h - l o .  H e  
a s k s  everyone  on t h e  street, h e  rambles  through 
a l l e y s ,  he goes t o  t h e  Thanh-Bich, but  no one 
remembers h e r ,  has  eve r  even heard of her. H e r  
b r o t h e r  seems never  t o  have  e x i s t e d .  The M. P. in t h e  
k i o s k  i s  new and he d o e s n ' t  remember h e r ,  e i t h e r .  
E v e n t u a l l y ,  a s  a l l  else f a i l s ,  he moves i n  a dream 
t h r o u g h  Sai-Gon, up and down t h e  s t r e e t s ,  i n t o  t h e  
b a r s ,  t h e  back a l l e y  whorehouses and blowjob h o u s e s ,  
the s t eam b a t h s  and massage p a r l o r s ,  t h e  opium d e n s  
and d r u g  houses ,  t h e  A.W .O.L. h o t e l s ,  e v e r y  c o r n e r  of 
c o r r u p t i o n  and d e g r a d a t i o n ;  h e  f i n d s  p l e n t y  o f  e i g h t -  
y e a r - o l d  g i r l s ,  but none of them i s  Ly. H e  q u e s t i o n s  
h i s  s a n i t y .  Have a l l  t h e s e  months been some b i z a r r e ,  
t w i s t e d  dream? O r  has s h e  simply d i s a p p e a r e d ,  a n o t h e r  
s t ree t  u r c h i n  swallowed whole by t h e  war? 
H e  spends  h i s  l a s t  day  pack ing  and l o o k i n g  f o r  
h e r .  H e  d o e s n '  t g i v e  up comple te ly  u n t i l  h e  ' s  i n  t h e  
h a n g a r ,  abou t  t o  board  h i s  Freedom Bi rd .  H e  s t a n d s  i n  
t h e  m i d d l e  of t h e  huge,  open b u i l d i n g  w i t h  300  o t h e r s  
- t h e i r  d u f f e l  bags l i n e d  up l i k e  g r e e n  c a t e r p i l l a r s  
o u t  of dreams - and becomes amazed, H e  s h a k e s  h i s  
head.  He even l a u g h s  o u t l o u d .  Freedom B i r d .  H o w  
could h e  have  e x p e c t e d  a n y t h i n g  so wonderfu l  o u t  of 
something  s o  a w f u l ?  
But  as h e  w a i t s  t h e  l a s t  few minu tes ,  h e  t r i e s  t o  
imag ine  what it would be  l i k e  i f  t h i s  were not a t r o o p  
s h i p ,  i f  she w e r e  h e r e  w i t h  him. She 'd  s i t  i n  t h e  
s e a t  n e x t  t o  him; h e ' d  b u c k l e  h e r  i n ;  h e ' d  p a t  h e r  
s m a l l  hand and  g i v e  he r  a candybar and  some gum t o  
chew t o  k e e p  h e r  e a r s  from popping .  And h e ' d  a s s u a g e  
h e r  f e a r s .  T h e r e ' s  n o t h i n g  t o  it, h e ' d  t e l l  h e r .  
Soon t h e y  ' 11 b r i n g  h e r  a Coke, and b e f o r e  s h e  knows 
i t ,  s h e ' l l  be a s l e e p  and t h e y ' l l  l a n d  i n  A m e r i c a .  And 
h e r  new l i f e ,  t h e i r  new l i v e s ,  w i l l  b eg in .  H e  has so 
many t h i n g s  t o  show h e r .  H i s  w i f e  - h e r  mother - w i l l  
m e e t  t h e i r  p l a n e  and t h e y ' l l  g e t  a c q u a i n t e d  w h i l e  he 
p r o c e s s e s  o u t .  She s h o u l d n ' t  worry.  s h e ' l l  l o v e  h e r  
new mother .  
~ a b e r m a n n  ' s f o r m a t i o n  s h o u l d e r s  du f  £ e l  b a g s ,  
h e a d s  o u t  i n t o  t h e  h e a t ,  t r e k s  q u i c k l y  a c r o s s  t h e  
c o n c r e t e  and  b e g i n s  up t h e  s t a i r w a y  to  t h e  p l a n e  t o  
f reedom.  B u t  b e f o r e  he r e a c h e s  h i s  f i r s t  s t e p  up, 
Habermann t u r n s ,  and  from o u t  of nowhere,  a c r o s s  t h e  
war - ravaged  runway, a s  i f  o u t  of a s e n t i m e n t a l  
f a n t a s y ,  a g l o r i o u s  p a s t  where i m p o s s i b l e  t h i n g s  
r e a l l y  do come t r u e ,  s h e  r u n s  toward him, Ly,  h e r  
s m a l l  c h i l d ' s  arms o u t s t r e t c h e d  t o  him, h e r  s a v i o r ,  
h e r  f a t h e r .  
DOING WHAT ROGER S A I D  
I r i d e  buse s ,  t h o s e  t h a t  run on and on f o r  
hundreds  o f  m i l e s ,  cramping your l e g s  and f r y i n g  your 
b r a i n s .  I t a k e  no th ing  l e s s  t han  f i v e  hundred miles, 
and  I don ' t g e t  off more than I ' rn f o r ced  t o .  The 
fewer  changes I have t o  make t h e  b e t t e r .  Greyhound 
Amer i c ru i s e r  Se rv i ce  and J e f f e r s o n  t he  Energy Saver .  
San Francisco-New York, Minneapolis-Laredo, Los 
Angeles-Boston,  I ' v e  r idden  them a l l .  
I 'm never  w i thou t  my p i s t o l ,  a  snubnosed twenty- 
f i v e  t h a t  I keep i n  t h e  green windbreaker t h a t  I never  
t a k e  o f f  f o r  more t h a n  a minute. I o f t e n  s l i p  my hand 
i n  my pocket  t o  make s u r e  i t ' s  s t i l l  where it belongs .  
I t  keeps m e  company, and touching it t h e r e  makes m e  
f e e l  good. 
I l o v e  buses ,  b u t  I ha t e  bus t e rmina l s .  T h e y ' r e  
a lways  so  g r e a s y  and seedy and crowded, and I'm 
a f r a i d .  The people p r e s s  in  on m e  and f o r c e  me t o  
g r i p  m y  twenty-f i v e ,  e s p e c i a l l y  t h e  b l acks .  They 
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s t r u t  around and snap t h e i r  f i n g e r s  wi th  e a r r i n g s  i n  
t h e i r  ears. They s t a r e  a t  me. I ' v e  always had 
t r o u b l e  w i t h  b lacks ,  e s p e c i a l l y  i n  t h e  army. They 
k e p t  t o  themselves ,  b u t  they  seemed l i k e  be ings  from 
a n o t h e r  p l a n e t  a l r e a d y  then .  They could  j u s t  a s  w e l l  
have  had f i v e  eyes  and doorknobs i n  t h e  middle of 
t h e i r  heads .  
I spend a s  l i t t l e  t ime i n  bus t e r m i n a l s  a s  
p o s s i b l e ,  though sometimes, of cou r se ,  I have t o .  I 
have  t o  buy t i c k e t s  and food and books and change 
buse s .  I have t o  wash my c l o t h e s  and I need t h e  
e x e r c i s e ,  t o o .  
I buy a l l  my food from t h e  t e r m i n a l  machines - 
l i v e r w u r s t ,  bologna, summer sausage  a n d  ham and 
cheese .  H a m  and cheese  i s  my f a v o r i t e ,  though 
sometimes t h e  cheese  i s  r anc id .  The f r u i t  u s u a l l y  
i s n ' t  much good, t h e  app l e s  a r e  s o f t  and t h e  oranges  
a r e  j u i c e l e s s  and s t r i n g y ,  bu t  I d o n ' t  l i k e  food much 
anymore, anyway. Sometimes I t h i n k  I could  g e t  a l ong  
w i t h o u t  food.  
I l e a rned  t o  be a  g r e a t  r e a d e r  i n  t h e  army. 
There was always so much time t o  read. I r ead  
a n y t h i n g  I can g e t  my hands on, b u t  I l i k e  Sc i ence  
F i c t i o n  t h e  b e s t ,  and t h e  t e rmina l  r a c k s  a r e  always 
f i l l e d  w i t h  them. The I n t e r g a l a c t i c  Wars, The 
Marr iage  o f  Dune, I s a a c  A s i r n o v ,  Robert  Meinlein and 
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A r t h u r  C .  C l a r k e .  I buy seven o r  e i g h t  a t  a s t o p .  
when I 'rn f i n i s h e d  wi th  them, I l e a v e  them i n  t h e  brown 
pape r  sack  they  came i n ,  on a  t e rmina l  w a i t i n g  room 
seat f o r  somebody e l s e  t o  f i n d .  Sometimes 1 l e a v e  
messages  i n  t h e  margins,  l i k e  "Great s t u f f . "  O r  i f  
I 'm i n  t h e  mood, "You ' l l  never  know me, " o r  sometimes 
j u s t  "Fuck YOU. "' 
When I g e t  t o  a t e rmina l  where I have t o  change, 
a f t e r  I ' v e  bought  my t i c k e t  o r  found my new bus and 
bought  what I need ,  I f o r c e  myself t o  walk from one 
end  o f  t h e  s t a t i o n  t o  t h e  o t h e r  u n t i l  my bus r e c e i v e s  
i t s  f i n a l  c a l l ,  T h i s  t e r r i f i e s  m e ,  and I walk i n  
c o n s t a n t  f e a r ,  bu t  I f o r c e  myself r u t h l e s s l y  because I 
know I need t h e  e x e r c i s e .  The l a r g e r  t h e  t e r m i n a l ,  
t h e  b e t t e r  t h e  e x e r c i s e ,  and with t h e  r e a l l y  b i g  ones  
l i k e  Chicago,  i t  t a k e s  m e  a n  e x c r u c i a t i n g l y  long t i m e  
t o  go from one end of  the t e rmina l  t o  t h e  o t h e r .  And 
t h e r e  are o f t e n  da rk  co rne r s  where I know awful  t h i n g s  
must be going  o n ,  b u t  I r e f u s e  t o  look.  I know t h e  
e x e r c i s e  i s  good f o r  me, but knowing does  n o t h i n g  
a b o u t  t h e  f e a r  I feel .  
And sometimes, t h e  wors t  times of a l l ,  are when I 
have  t o  wash and shave and wash my c l o t h e s .  1 ' m  
u s u a l l y  a b l e  t o  keep myself shaved and c l e a n  enough 
w i t h  a thermos of water  and t h e  bus  t o i l e t ,  even 
though  d i e s e l  f u e l  has  become such a  p a r t  o f  me t h a t  
I ' m  now no d i f f e r e n t  than  t h o s e  who c r eep  o u t  of t h e  
ha t ches  of submarines a f t e r  days  a t  sea  - t h e  smel l  
ha s  no t  on ly  seeped i n t o  my c l o t h e s ,  b u t  i n t o  my s k i n .  
B u t  eve ry  t w o  o r  t h r e e  weeks I f o r c e  myself t o  shave 
and wash thoroughly  i n  a  t e r m i n a l  res t room.  I p i ck  
t h e  b e s t  t i m e s  p o s s i b l e  f o r  t h i s  - t h r e e  o r  f o u r  
o ' c l o c k  i n  t h e  morning i n  a small-town s t o p .  I w a i t  
u n t i l  t h e r e ' s  no one  e l s e  around,  and t hen  I q u i c k l y  
s t r i p ,  shave ,  wash, and d r e s s  aga in .  
But even worse are my c l o t h e s .  When t h e  t i m e  
comes, 1 ' m  f i l l e d  wi th  d read  beyond b e l i e f ,  b u t  t h e y  
have t o  be washed, so  I change and head f o r  t h e  
n e a r e s t  laundromat.  I keep my eyes  t r a i n e d  on  t h e  
ground as I walk. I ' v e  always d e t e s t e d  t h e  d i r t y  
c l o t h e s  and b l each  s t i n k  of  laundromats.  When t h e r e  
a r e  o t h e r  peop l e ,  I w a i t  and s t a r e  a t  t h e  d r y e r  going 
round and round,  fond l ing  my p i s t o l ,  a s  t h e  d r y e r  
w h i r l s  and tumbles  and s l i d e s .  When 1'm a l o n e  I pace.  
I used t o  be more re laxed  and spend more t i m e  i n  
bus t e r m i n a l s .  I used t o  l i k e  them; I l i k e d  t h e  
change. But t h a t  was be fo r e  I got robbed. I was i n  a  
t o i l e t  s t a l l  i n  Cleveland,  wi th  my p a n t s  s t i l l  around 
my a n k l e s ,  when t h e  s t a l l  door k icked i n  hard  a g a i n s t  
my knees .  Th i s  b lack  kid  about  s i x t e e n  s t ood  t h e r e  
w i th  a  k n i f e .  H e  had one of t h o s e  b ig  s i l v e r  and 
b lack  watches  around h i s  w r i s t ,  t h e  k ind t h a t  t e l l  t h e  
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d a t e  and t h e  weather  r e p o r t ,  and what t i m e  it i s  i n  
V ien t i ane .  He w a s  g r i n n i n g  a t  me, and I could  t e l l  
r i g h t  away t h a t  t h e  b i g  k i ck  f o r  him was t h e  t o i l e t  
p a r t ,  c a t c h i n g  people  with t h e i r  p a n t s  down. 
"Gimme your money, Honkie Motherf ucker.  " 
H e  s t ood  t h e r e  and g r inned  and h i s  v o i c e  d i d n ' t  
quaver .  He l i k e d  h i s  work f i n e ,  I could  s ee  t h a t .  I 
never  even bo the r ed  t o  p u l l  up my pan t s .  I j u s t  
s l i p p e d  t h e  p i s t o l  o u t  of my pocket and watched u n t i l  
t h e  restroorn door  c losed  behind h i s  back. 
So I s t a y  on t h e  bus u n t i l  i t ' s  t i m e  f o r  m e  t o  
f o r c e  myself o u t  i n t o  t he  t e rmina l  aga in .  Everyt ime,  
my stomach jumps around l i k e  I have a f r o g  i n s i d e ,  and 
I g e t  t h e  r u n s .  Having t h e  runs  i n  a chemical  t o i l e t  
used t o  b o t h e r  m e ,  bu t  I g o t  used t o  t h a t ,  t o o .  
V i e t - N a m  w a s  where I l e a rned  about  buse s ,  b u t  
t h a t  w a s  b e f o r e  I s h o t  Roger. Roger was my best 
f r i e n d ,  t h e  on ly  f r i e n d  I ever  had. When we'd see a 
bus go ing  down t h e  road whi le  w e  were on p a t r o l ,  h e ' d  
t a p  me on t h e  shou lde r .  " ~ o o k  a t  them buses ,  J a y , ' "  
h e ' d  s a y .  "NOW t h e r e ' s  t h e  t i c k e t . "  They moved down 
t h e  road slow a s  t u r t l e s ,  g r i nd ing  g e a r s  and food 
p i l e d  o v e r  t h e  t o p  r ack ,  squawking ch ickens  s t u f f e d  
upsidedown i n  c r a t e s .  Roger would s t o p  me and p o i n t  
w i t h  h i s  M-16. "Where you t h i n k  them buses  a r e  go ing ,  
Jay? I t  d o n ' t  m a t t e r ,  does i t ? "  He 'd  shake h i s  head 
and l augh .  "we g o t t a  keep moving, t o o ,  J a y ,  o r  w e ' r e  
gonna g e t  g reased . "  we'd s t a r t  s t epp ing  a long  and 
c a t c h  up  w i t h  t h e  r e s t  of t h e  p a t r o l .  " T h a t ' s  what w e  
g o t t a  remember. Think you can remember t h a t  f o r  m e ,  
~ a y ? "  
When I l e f t  Oakland a f t e r  d i s c h a r g e ,  t h e r e  was a 
bus board ing  f o r  N e w  York and I go t  on. A s  I watched 
t h e  c o u n t r y s i d e  f l y  by,  t h e  P l a i n s ,  t h e  Midwest, and 
t h e n  t h e  E a s t ,  I thought  how wonderful  it was t h a t  t h e  
bus was s o  warm and t o a s t y  and how co ld  it w a s  
o u t s i d e .  I t  was snowing hard  t hen ,  everywhere,  l i k e  
it ' s snowing now, and t he  e a r t h  was f rozen  b l a c k  and 
wh i t e  wherever I looked,  l i k e  d e a t h .  When 1 ' d  l e f t  
Sai-Gon twenty hours  b e f o r e ,  it was 1 0 5  d e g r e e s  and 
t h e  wa t e r  poured down my f a c e  a s  I s tood  on t h e  g r ey  
runway i n  fo rmat ion .  Vietnamese women s q u a t t e d  i n  t h e  
shade n e a r  a f e n c e ,  f ann ing  themselves w i t h  t h e i r  
s t r a w  c o n i c a l  h a t s ,  quacking away l i k e  ducks i n  t h e i r  
funny l anguage ,  t a k i n g  a break from f i l l i n g  sandbags .  
One had he r  l e g  s t u c k  out  i n t o  t h e  sun ,  and h e r  b lack  
s i l k  p a n t s  l e g  shown l i k e  a mi r ro r .  I could  s e e  t h e  
g reen  swampy jun g l e  j u s t  o f f  t h e  end of t h e  runway. I 
c lenched  my f i s t s  and wai ted  f o r  t h e  mor ta r s  I knew 
would beg in  f a l l i n g .  But even though t hey  never  came, 
I knew r i g h t  t hen  t h a t  Roger had been r i g h t .  
A f t e r  I i n h e r i t e d  t h e  money it was easy .  I have 
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enough now t o  r i d e  buses  f o r  t h e  rest of my l i f e  and 
t h e n  some. A g r e a t  unc le  on my  ad's s i d e  I never  
knew, never  even heard  o f ,  l e f t  it t o  m e ,  l i k e  t h e  
movies, l i k e  d e s t i n y .  It was t h e  l a s t  mai l  I bothered 
t o  p ick  up a t  t h e  box I ren ted  on a t r i p  through 
Minneapol is .  Who needs mail now? I t  was j u s t  ano the r  
t r i p  away from t h e  bus. 
When I 'rn n o t  read ing ,  o r  t h i n k i n g  about  Roger,  o r  
worrying abou t  t h e  nex t  t e r m i n a l ,  sometimes I t h i n k  
abou t  m y  p a r e n t s .  I h a v e n ' t  seen e i t h e r  of them i n  
f i f t e e n  y e a r s ,  b u t  I s t i l l  t h i n k  abou t  them from t ime  
t o  t i m e .  I wonder i f  t h e y ' r e  dead. 
My Ma's t h e  toughest  person I ' v e  e v e r  known. 
s t a n d s  f i v e  f e e t  t h r e e ,  weighs about  e i g h t y - f i v e  
pounds, and smokes P a l l  M a l l  s t r a i g h t s  down t o  t h e  
t i p .  She grew up i n  a family  of  e i g h t  k i d s  on a farm 
t e n  m i l e s  from where I was r a i s e d ,  i n  Northern 
Wisconsin,  and s h e  had t o  s c r ape  and claw and gouge 
f o r  e v e r y t h i n g  s h e  had. She always t o l d  m e  t h a t  she  
cou ld  never  f i g u r e  he r  mother going through l a b o r  more 
t h a n  once .  When she had m e  she knew t h a t  one goddamn 
k i d  was enough f o r  one lifetime. W e  l i v e d  i n  an o l d  
g r een  mobilehome on a t r a i l e r  park near  t h e  edge of 
town. I s l e p t  on a r o l l o u t  davenpor t  i n  t h e  l i v i n g  
room, and bo th  of  us c o u l d n ' t  f i t  i n  t h e  k i t c h e n  a t  
t h e  same t i m e ,  P a i n t  f l a k e d  o f f  t h e  side of t h e  
She 
t r a i l e r  l i k e  it had a  d i s e a s e ,  and you c o u l d ' v e  run  
through t h e  w a l l s .  My Ma worked a l l  day a t  a  d ingy 
shoe f a c t o r y  f o r  piecework wages where people  toolc 
a f t e r  e ach  o t h e r  wi th  s c i s s o r s  over  one, e x t r a ,  twenty 
f i v e  c e n t  p i e c e  of  work. She never  cooked my meals  o r  
washed my c l o t h e s .  She spen t  every  n i g h t  in  D . J . ' s  
b a r  down t h e  road ,  j u s t  under t h e  r a i l  v i a d u c t ,  
d r i n k i n g  b e e r  and s h o t s  of brandy w i th  o t h e r  men. 
When I was i n  t h e  army, she  moved and never  
vo lun t ee r ed  he r  new a d d r e s s ,  
My Dad and I always g o t  a long ,  bu t  he  j u s t  never 
g o t  t h e  hang of s t e ady  work and family  l i f e .  I 
unders tand  t h a t  now. He bought m e  an  o l d ,  g r e y  f i f t y  
P o n t i a c  when I w a s  s i x t e e n  t o  d r i v e  back and f o r t h  t o  
schoo l .  I t  had fluid d r i v e  b u t  it always s t u c k  
somehow, and 1'd have t o  wind it up till it n e a r l y  
bus ted  i n  every  g e a r ,  r a t t l i n g  t h e  sides and shak ing  
t h e  f e n d e r s .  T h e  c l o t h  seats w e r e  worn th rough  on t h e  
d r i v e r ' s  s ide and smelled l i k e  r o t t i n g  foam r u b b e r .  
He always bought m e  l i t t l e  g i f t s ,  t o o ,  l i k e  wa tches  
and s i l v e r  key c h a i n s .  L a s t  I hea rd ,  he was i n  p r i s o n  
i n  Georgia f o r  c a sh ing  bad checks.  
I d i d  w e l l  i n  school ,  t h e  b e s t  i n  my c l a s s .  It  
always came easy for m e ,  but I g o t  i n t o  t r o u b l e .  I 
s t o l e  hubcaps and s i d e  mi r ro r s  and b a t t e r i e s  and fuzzy 
l i t t l e  d i c e .  And once i n  a wh i l e ,  a  whi tewal l  t i r e  o r  
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two, I ' d  s e l l  them to whoever I c o u l d  f i n d .  I had a 
good l i t t l e  b u s i n e s s  g o i n g ,  u n t i l  I s o l d  t o  t h e  wrong 
p e r s o n  and  t h e  p o l i c e  s t a k e d  o u t  t h e  used car  l o t .  
They c a u g h t  m e  w i t h  a  bag of side m i r r o r s .  
I needed t h e  money. M y  Ma was n e v e r  home, and if 
I wanted t o  buy candy b a r s  or s o d a ,  o r  i f  I wanted t o  
buy a n y t h i n g  f o r  my c a r ,  I had t o  make t he  money 
myse l f .  O r  even i f  I wanted t o  go t o  t h e  movies.  
S t e a l i n g  f o r  t h e  money j u s t  seemed l i k e  t h e  n a t u r a l  
t h i n g  to  do, 
In  t h o s e  d a y s  t h e y  s t i l l  gave  you a c h o i c e  of 
re form s c h o o l  o r  t h e  army, e s p e c i a l l y  w i t h  V i e t - N a m  
go ing  f u l l  tilt. I can s t i l l  see t h e  judge  l i k e  I can 
s e e  t h i s  b l u e ,  s w e a t - s t a i n e d  seat i n  f r o n t  of m e .  H e  
wore w i r e  rimmed g l a s s e s  and  was s o  s h o r t  t h a t  he  
b a r e l y  r e a c h e d  t h e  t o p  of the bench,  l i k e  he was i n  a  
h i g h c h a i r .  H e  seemed s o  l i k e  someone o u t  of L a u r e l  
a n d  Hardy o r  The Three  Stooges t h a t  I had t o  k e e p  from 
l a u g h i n g ,  
H e  d i d  m e  a  f a v o r ,  though,  H e  gave m e  t h r e e  
y e a r s  i n  t h e  army, and it was t h e  best t h i n g  anyone  
e v e r  d i d  f o r  me. I w a s  u p s e t  a b o u t  it a t  t h e  t i m e ,  of 
c o u r s e  - I c o u l d n ' t  f i n i s h  h igh  s c h o o l ,  I had t o  l e a v e  
home, a l l  that - though I ' v e  no i d e a  now what I 
t h o u g h t  I wanted t o  s t a y  i n  Nor the rn  Wisconsin f o r .  
B u t  t h e  army s t r a i g h t e n e d  m e  r i g h t  o u t ;  it r e a l l y  d i d ,  
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When I ' d  complain a b o u t  e x t r a  guard  d u t y  or powdered 
e g g s  o r  a n o t h e r  p a t r o l  t o  nowhere,  Roger ' d  smile a t  me 
l i k e  an a n g e l .  H e  r e a l l y  looked  l i k e  an a n g e l .  He 
had a shock o f  brown h a i r  t h a t  hung o v e r  h i s  f o r e h e a d  
and t h e  w h i t e s t ,  most p e r f e c t  t e e t h  I ' v e  e v e r  seen .  
H e  w a s  t a l l ,  t o o ,  and b i g ,  b i g g e r  than anyone i n  t h e  
company by f a r .  H e  towered o v e r  us  a l l  l i k e  t h e  good 
g i a n t .  H e  c o u l d  ' v e  been an  a n g e l .  H e  r e a l l y  c o u l d  
have .  
" I f  it wasn ' t f o r  t h e  army, J a y ,  " h e  ' d  s a y ,  "you 
wouldn'  t have  met m e .  Then where would you be?"  
H e  was r i g h t ,  too. I s u r e  m i s s  Roger. 
The bus  d r i v e r s  are a l l  the same. I n  t e n  y e a r s  I 
h a v e n ' t  run  i n t o  many new ones .  I n e v e r  t a l k  t o  them, 
b u t  o f t e n  t h e y ' l l  smile o r  nod o r  wink a t  m e .  I used  
t o  memorize t h e i r  names from t h e  namep la te s  above  
t h e i r  h e a d s  - r i g h t  u p  t h e r e  w i t h  t h e  smoking 
r e g u l a t i o n s  and t h e  s i g n  t e l l i n g  everybody t o  remain 
behind  t h e  w h i t e  l i n e  - b u t  most of them d o n ' t  even  
have  n a m e p l a t e s  anymore. 
Each b u s  h a s  a d i f f e r e n t  howl,  and t h e  f u r t h e r  
toward t h e  back, toward t h e  e n g i n e ,  t h e  more I can 
t e l l  f rom each one .  People  f o r g e t ,  it happens  s o  
seldom, b u t  buses  break down. I can always t e l l  when 
some th ing ' s  about  t o  happen. The h o w l ' l l  become a  
whine,  l i k e  fifty bees i n  your  ear. I t ' s  l i k e  
somebody's i n s i d e  t r y i n g  t o  g e t  your a t t e n t i o n ,  or 
l i k e  somebody's i n s i d e  t r y i n g  to g e t  ou t .  
Sometimes p e o p l e ' l l  g e t  under my s k i n .  There  was 
t h i s  k id  once ,  on a t r i p  from New York t o  San 
F ranc i s co .  O u t s i d e  S t .  Louis he  began s i n g i n g  "Old 
McDonald Had a Farm.'"e had a  v o i c e  l i k e  someone was 
p r e s s i n g  up and down on a r e c o r d ,  over and o v e r ,  up 
and down. And he repeated  t h e  same t e n  words a g a i n  
and a g a i n .  H e  was making t h e  whole bus  mi se r ab l e .  I 
heard  h i s  mother t e l l  t he  woman next  t o  h e r  t h a t  t h e y  
were go ing  a l l  t h e  way t o  San F r a n c i s c o ,  s o  I t u r n e d  
around i n  my s e a t  and t o l d  he r  i f  s h e  d i d n ' t  muzzle 
him, 1 ' d  s t u f f  him down t h e  chemical t o i l e t .  I t h i n k  
everybody on t h e  bus w a s  g l a d  excep t  t h e  kid and h i s  
ma. Why she  d i d n ' t  t e l l  him t o  s h u t  up ,  I d o n ' t  know. 
Maybe s h e  d i d n ' t  h ea r  him. People are funny abou t  
t h e i r  k i d s .  They d o n ' t  h e a r .  I ' ve  g o t  a l o t  of t i m e  
t o  n o t i c e  t h e s e  t h i n g s .  
I neve r  want t o  t a l k  wi th  o t h e r  r i d e r s ,  b u t  
sometimes I c a n ' t  h e l p  i t .  Some p e o p l e ' l l  have  it no 
o t h e r  way, no ma t t e r  how s u r l y  I l o o k ,  no m a t t e r  how 
many t i m e s  I t u r n  away wi thout  answer ing,  I f  they  
o n l y  knew what I have i n  my windbreaker  pocke t .  I go 
f o r  weeks w i t h o u t  s a y i n g  a word o u t l o u d .  And when I 
c a n ' t  g e t  o u t  of i t ,  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  I open my mouth, 
my v o i c e  c r o a k s  and  c r a c k s  l i k e  my ~ a ' s  used  t o  i n  t h e  
morning be f  o r e  work. 
A f ew y e a r s  a g o ,  on a bus  from Minneapo l i s  t o  
La redo ,  I m e t  a f o u r t e e n - y e a r - o l d  k i d  who was r e a l l y  
t a k e n  w i t h  m e .  I don '  t know why. I wouldn ' t be t a k e n  
w i t h  me. But who knows? She p r o b a b l y  t h o u g h t  I w a s  
w o n d e r f u l  because  I was so d i f f e r e n t  from h e r  m a  and 
pa and a l l  h e r  l i t t l e  f o u r t e e n - y e a r - o l d  b o y f r i e n d s .  
Why s h e  was t r a v e l i n g  a l o n e  a t  t h a t  age on  a  mangy 
n i g h t  b u s ,  I don ' t know. B e f o r e  she  g o t  o f f  i n  Mason 
C i t y ,  Iowa, s h e  rubbed my leg and pecked my c h e e k  and  
i n v i t e d  m e  t o  c a l l  h e r  up, t o  s t o p  and see h e r  t h e  
n e x t  t i m e  I p a s s e d  through Mason C i t y .  I looked  down 
a t  h e r  s o f t  t e n d e r  f a c e  - s h e  w a s  a  gorgeous  l i t t l e  
t h i n g ,  a l l  smooth s k i n  and creamy blonde  - a n d  
wondered where  she l e a r n e d  a l l  t h a t  s t u f f  a t  her a g e .  
I s a i d  s u r e ,  s u r e ,  r i g h t ,  maybe I w i l l  a t  t h a t .  Bu t  
t h e r e ' s  no way 1'11 e v e r  l e a v e  t h e  b u s e s .  
I l i k e  i t  b e s t  when t h e  bus i s n ' t  crowded and I 
g e t  two s e a t s  t o  myse l f .  Then I can s p r e a d  o u t  and 
r e a d  o r  s l e e p  o r  do  what I want.  But  b e s t  of  a l l ,  I 
l i k e  t h e  ones  w i t h  o n l y  a c o u p l e  of p e o p l e  on t h e  
whole b u s .  That  used  t o  happen a l o t  on n i g h t  t r i p s  
i n  t h e  w i n t e r ,  
I remember o n e  t i m e ,  W e  were r i d i n g  t h r o u g h  
U p s t a t e  N e w  York on  t h e  Thruway, between B u f f a l o  and 
R o c h e s t e r .  It  was snowing l i k e  c r a z y  t h e n ,  t o o .  I 
w a s  new. It was o n l y  my t h i r d  t r i p .  I t  had snowed 
f o r  d a y s ,  twenty  t o  twen ty - f ive  i n c h e s ,  and d r i f t e d  
huge  mounds a l l  o v e r  t h e  highway. I ' l l  n e v e r  know why 
t h e y  d i d n v  t c l o s e  t h e  Thruway. We were b r e a k i n g  
t h r o u g h  d r i f t  a f t e r  d r i f t ,  and sometimes we 'd  s t o p  and 
push a car o u t  a l o n g  t h e  way, t h e  t h r e e  of  u s ,  t h e  
o t h e r  r ider,  t h e  bus  d r i v e r ,  and me. The bus d r i v e r ' d  
h o l l e r  b a c k ,  "YOU guys ready f o r  a n o t h e r  one?" and 
w e ' d  p i l e  o u t  i n t o  t h e  snow. I don '  t even remember 
what t h e  d r i v e r  a n d  t h e  o t h e r  r i d e r  looked l i k e ,  b u t  
t h e  snow impressed  me s o .  We'd pound o u t  i n t o  t h e  
snow and p u s h ,  and  it was l i k e  a moonscape o u t  t h e r e ,  
l i k e  w e  w e r e  a l l  a l o n e  i n  t h e  u n i v e r s e .  When I looked 
a round  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t  on the  deserted f reeway,  t h e  
snow blowing h a r d  i n t o  my f a c e ,  I f o r g o t  where I was. 
Where am I? I wondered. 
L a t e r ,  a s  w e  neared  R o c h e s t e r ,  t h e r e  w e r e  no more 
c a r s  t o  push ,  and w e  r o d e  on  th rough  t h e  n i g h t  alone.  
T h e  o t h e r  r i d e r  and  I swi tched  on  t h e  overhead  l i g h t s ,  
and then w e  c o u l d  no l o n g e r  s e e  t h e  snow, but w e  k n e w  
i t  was t h e r e ,  p e l t i n g  t h e  bus and i c i n g  t h e  
w i n d s h i e l d .  The d r i v e r  b a t t l e d  on ,  and w e  were l i k e  a 
beacon,  i n c h i n g  a l o n g  t h e  highway i n  t h e  night, t h e  
l a s t  speck  o f  humanity i n  a wor ld  gone empty and  
b a r r e n  o f  l i f e .  
I knew t h e n  t h a t  I ' d  n e v e r  g e t  o f f .  I c o u l d  see 
s o  c l e a r l y  a l l  t h e  y e a r s  ahead  o f  m e .  I cou ld  s e e  
myself  as  I a m  now, s i t t i n g  h e r e  i n  t h i s  
b l u e - c h e c k e r e d  b u s  s e a t ,  wa tch ing  t h e  snow f a l l i n g  i n  
t h e  n i g h t ,  u n t i l  I s h r i v e l  and d i e  l i k e  a c r u s t y  
g r a s s h o p p e r ,  swept  i n t o  t h e  c o r n e r  o f  t h e  bus t o  rot  
and d i s a p p e a r .  
But t o d a y ,  o n  t h i s  bus  bound f o r  nowhere i n  
p a r t i c u l a r ,  I'm hav ing  one of my d a y s .  The snow is 
g e t t i n g  w o r s e ,  and I f e e l  l o n e l y ,  something  1 ' m  
f e e l i n g  more and more t h e s e  days .  I t ' s  a change t h a t  
f r i g h t e n s  m e .  I f o r g e t  where w e ' r e  headed ,  what  bus  
I ki on. What d i f f e r e n c e  d o e s  it make anyway, I t h i n k ,  
whether  i t ' s  Boston o r  Chicago or Los Angeles  or K a i  
Mai , Nebraska?  
But even  more d i s t u r b i n g  to m e  i s  t h a t  I'm 
b e g i n n i n g  t o  remember more and more v i v i d l y  t h e  s m e l l  
of  bacon f r y i n g  a n d  t h e  f e e l  of a s o f t  bed - I h a v e n ' t  
s l e p t  i n  a bed f o r  t e n  y e a r s  - and I remember c o f f e e  
brewing and b a s e b a l l  games and f o l l o w i n g  t h e  pennan t  
r a c e  and t h e  World S e r i e s .  And I t h i n k  how it 
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c o u l d ' v e  been - sometimes I even have dreams l i k e  it 
r e a l l y  happened. And I t h i n k  aga in  about  t r y i n g  to  
g e t  o f f ,  abou t  s t e e l i n g  myself and g e t t i n g  off  f o r  
good, b u t  I know I never w i l l .  I t h i n k  of Roger,  and 
t h e n  I remember t h a t  I k i l l e d  him. 
Sometimes I g e t  confused.  It seems now t h a t  t h e  
snow was f a l l i n g  t h e n ,  too ,  l i k e  it i s  now, p i l i n g  
a g a i n  a long  t h e  roadway, f r e e z i n g  and i c i n g  t h e  world.  
But I know it c o u l d n ' t  have been. I t  must 've  been hot  
l i k e  it  a lways  was, t h e  sun a t  you and a t  you w i thou t  
end ,  u n t i l  even your  e y e l i d s  burned - t h e  g r een  jung le  
l e a v e s  brown wi th  d u s t ,  swaying and danc ing  to t h e  
pop, pop, popping h e l i c o p t e r  b lades  l i k e  music. 
But t h e r e  w a s  no music, 
"NO, no ,  J a y ,  l i s t e n ,  i t ' s  a l l  r i g h t .  I know you 
d i d n ' t  mean i t .  ~ t ' s  a l l  r i g h t . "  H e  smi led .  H e  
s l apped  my hand h a r d ,  l i k e  1 ' d  j u s t  h i t  a home run ,  
"I shou lda  k e p t  moving, Jay." 
L i s t e n :  He s a i d  it w a s  a l l  r i g h t .  
I t ' s  a l l  r i g h t ,  J a y ,  he s a i d .  
So I 'm  doing what he s a i d .  I promised him; I 
promised Roger. I '  11 do i t ,  Roger, I s a i d .  L e t  t h e  
snow f a l l  and t h e  buses r o l l ,  1'11 always do what 
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R o g e r  said. See, Roger, I 'm doing it. Watch m e  now, 
R o g e r .  I h a v e n ' t  forgot ten.  I ' 11 never f o r g e t .  You 
can  count on me, S e e ?  See Roger? 
SWANN 
A f t e r  a l l  t h e s e  y e a r s ,  t h o s e  e a r l y  morning t a l k s  
on t h e  s a n d r i s e  s t i l l  p lay  o v e r  and o v e r  l i k e  a f i l m  
l o c k e d  f o r e v e r  i n s i d e  my head ,  t h e  p r o j e c t o r  c l i c k i n g  
i n  t h e  d a r k ,  t h e  d u s t  p a r t i c l e s  f l y i n g  a g a i n s t  t h e  
g l a r e ,  t h e  t h r e e  of u s ,  Swann, Chavez, and me, 
g r i n n i n g  o u t  of t h i s  w h i t e  w a l l  i n  f r o n t  of m e .  And 
t h e  main a t t r a c t i o n  h a s  been t h e  morning Swann t o l d  us 
h e ' d  v o l u n t e e r e d  a i r b o r n e .  
I t  w a s  a Sunday, the las t  n i g h t  b e f o r e  g r a d u a t i o n  
from b a s i c  t r a i n i n g  a t  F o r t  Leonard Wood. Our bags  
were packed,  our  weapons c l e a n e d  and i n s p e c t e d ,  and 
o u r  un i fo rms  p r e s s e d  and l a i d  o u t  on our  bunks i n  
p r e p a r a t i o n  f o r  t h e  morning march to  g r a d u a t i o n .  I t  
was o u r  l a s t  n i g h t  t o g e t h e r ,  and s o  much was i n  t h e  
p a s t  by t h e n ,  t h e  i n t e r m i n a b l e  d r i l l s ,  t h e  b a y o n e t s ,  
t h e  g a s  chambers,  t h e  c e a s e l e s s  h a r a s s m e n t .  We 'd 
begun to  r e l a x .  we 'd  even smuggled a l o n g  two s i x  
packs  o f  b e e r .  
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We needed o u r  s l e e p ,  b u t  i n  t h o s e  d a y s ,  w e  needed 
t h e  t a l k  more. I t  was J u n e  of S i x t y - S i x ,  and more 
t h a n  f i f t y  thousand  had been d r a f t e d  i n  o u r  month 
a l o n e .  Viet-Nam was on o u r  minds a l l  t h e  t i m e .  I t  
seemed t h e r e  was n o t h i n g  else t h e n .  
And it was such a mystery t o  u s .  Suddenly w e  
were i n  b a s i c  t r a i n i n g .  I was c a r r y i n g  o u t  g r o c e r i e s  
one day and an  M-16 t h e  n e x t .  Leonard Wood w a s  f i l l e d  
w i t h  whole b a t t a l i o n s  of a i r h e a d e d  zombies s h u f f l i n g  
a b o u t  i n  t h e  sand .  A s  companies marched p a s t  on t h e  
streets,  t h e  men s t a r e d  a t  each o t h e r ,  a s  i f  t o  s a y ,  
What the f u c k  i s  t h i s  and why has it come a b o u t  j u s t  
i n  t i m e  f o r  u s ?  
Most of our t a l k  t h a t  morning, Chavez ' s and mine, 
was a b o u t  go ing  home t h a t  next day.  Some of u s  had 
bought  p l a n e  t i c k e t s ;  f o r  m e  it would be my f i r s t  t i m e  
on an  a i r p l a n e .  Chavez had j o i n e d  w i t h  some o t h e r s  t o  
c h a r t e r  a  bus .  But  Swann w a s  from S t .  L o u i s ,  and he  
wasn '  t i n t e r e s t e d  i n  p l a n e  t i c k e t s  or c h a r t e r e d  buses .  
H e  had o t h e r  t h i n g s  on h i s  mind. 
T h e  s a n d r i s e  was a  b a r r e n  lump of  waste, n o t  f a r  
from t h e  p o s t  movie t h e a t r e .  From t h e  t h i r d  week on 
w e  sneaked o u t  of bed and s a t  up t h e r e  w i t h  o u r  
c i g a r e t t e s  and t a l k e d  h a l f  t h e  n i g h t .  A p e a c e f u l  d a r k  
set t led o v e r  the whole p o s t  by t h e  t ime w e  g o t  t h e r e  
a t  t w o  o ' c l o c k  - t h e  only  sound d i s t a n t ,  o c c a s i o n a l  
cries  of  d i s g u s t  from company m e s s h a l l  cooks  and 
K .  P.  ' s p r e p a r i n g  f o r  t h e  morning e r u p t i o n .  Near dawn 
t h e  f r y i n g  fat and egg s t i n k  f o r c e d  us  back down t o  
OUT b a r r a c k s ,  
U p  on t h e  rise t h o s e  mornings we t a l k e d  a b o u t  
what w a s  g o i n g  t o  happen n e x t  and what we c o u l d  d o  
a b o u t  i t ,  We s h o u l d  go t o  Waynesv i l l e  and c a t c h  
v e n e r e a l  d i s e a s e  on t h e  s t r i p ,  Swann s u g g e s t e d .  ~ e ' d  
h e a r d  a b o u t  o n e  guy who showed up f o r  s i c k  c a l l  e v e r y  
s i n g l e  morning f o r  a month, w i t h  someth ing  new e a c h  
t i m e .  F i n a l l y ,  t h e y  g o t  s i c k  of him and  let  him o u t .  
Chavez 'd  h e a r d  a b o u t  somebody who got o u t  f o r  f l a t  
f e e t .  And e v e r y o n e  had hea rd  of t h e  psycho cases. W e  
even  had one  i n  o u r  company. H e  woke up o n e  morning 
mumbling and headed  f o r  t h e  r a z o r  b l a d e s .  They 
d i s c h a r g e d  h i m  unfit f o r  m i l i t a r y  s e r v i c e .  And who 
w a s n ' t  u n f i t ?  ~ ' m  u n f i t ,  Chavez s a i d ,  1'm u n f i t  a s  
f u c k ,  W e  were a l l  u n f i t ,  
O r  Chavez and Swann t a l k e d  a b o u t  where t h e y  were  
g o i n g  a f t e r  t h e y  went A .  W.O.L. Swann was going t o  
Vancouver and open a j a z z y ,  s o u l  food  j o i n t  w i t h  live 
e n t e r t a i n m e n t ,  Chavez was h e a d i n g  f o r  Quebec ,  s o  h e  
c o u l d  s e l l  d e e p f r i e d  c a t f i s h  t o  a l l  t h o s e  F r e n c h  
Canadian  g i r l s .  And m e .  I had a p l a n ,  too, b u t  I 
d i d n  ' t need to  go A.W.O.L. 
Once I ' d  r e c e i v e d  my d r a f t  n o t i c e ,  I was shocked  
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t o  r e a l i z e  t h a t  I cou ld  s t i l l  e n l i s t .  Not o n l y  t h a t ,  
b u t  t h e  army would g u a r a n t e e  t h a t  I ' d  be  s e n t  to  
l a n g u a g e  s c h o o l .  A l l  I had t o  do w a s  s i g n  on  f o r  f o u r  
y e a r s .  So I ' d  e n l i s t e d  t o  keep  o u t  of t h e  w a r ,  and I 
had e v e r y t h i n g  planned p e r f e c t l y .  1 ' d  be s e n t  t o  
s t u d y  J a p a n e s e  o r  R u s s i a n  o r  O u t e r  Mongolian, maybe. 
I e n v i s i o n e d  a s o r t  of combinat ion  h e a l t h  s p a  l anguage  
s c h o o l ,  where I wandered abou t  t h r o u g h  steam rooms o f  
t o w e l - c l u t c h i n g  women, s p e a k i n g  i n  tongues ,  1 5 , 0 0 0  
m i l e s  from t h e  war. 
Swann and Chavez made f u n  of m e ,  o f  c o u r s e .  They 
were d r a f t e e s  and each  had d e c i d e d  t o  t a k e  h i s  
c h a n c e s .  Two y e a r s  of t h e  army w a s  a l l  anyone s h o u l d  
have t o  t a k e ,  Chavez s a i d .  It was a l l  anyone c o u l d  
s tomach.  And why t r u s t  t h e  army? Swann r o l l e d  h i s  
e y e s .  They g o t  something i n  mind, s u r e ,  f o r  a dumb 
rnother fucker  l i k e  you. They bo th  laughed a t  m e ,  and I 
f e l t  I d e s e r v e d  i t ,  hoping w i t h  a l l  my h e a r t  t h a t  t h e y  
weren ' t r i g h t .  
Chavez lit a P a l l  M a l l  and f l i p p e d  h i s  Zippo t o  
Swann. The l i g h t e r  f l a s h e d  on  Swann 's  f a c e  and 
q u i c k l y  snapped c l o s e d  a g a i n .  Chavez popped open a  
b e e r c a n .  
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" F u c ~ ,  boys , "  s a i d  Chavez. H e  placed h i s  hands 
behind h i s  head and l eaned  backward and forward,  l i k e  
he  w a s  rock ing  a c h a i r .  He looked l i k e  a man who j u s t  
d i s c o v e r e d  he had a l l  of c r e a t i o n  sp read  o u t  be£ o r e  
him. 
"This  s h i t ,  man, fuck.  No t i m e  a t  a l l  now, t hey  
seen t h e i r  l a s t  of Chavez." 
Chavez w a s  huge - rough and k n o t t y ,  l i k e  an  e l m  
t r e e .  I touched h i s  forearm once,  and i t  f e l t  l i k e  
p l i a b l e  meta l .  H i s  b ig  g r i n  made him look l i k e  a 
h i l l b i l l y  from t h e  movies. When I f i r s t  m e t  him, he 
reminded m e  of somebody r i g h t  o f f ,  bu t  I c o u l d n ' t  
p l a c e  who it w a s .  I f o r g o t  about  it u n t i l  i t  came t o  
m e  months l a t e r  i n  t h e  middle of t h e  n i g h t .  Andy 
G r i f f  i t h  i n  No Time  f o r  Sergean t s .  Chavez w a s  from 
Mis sou r i ,  t o o ,  J o p l i n .  I d i d n ' t  t h i n k  abou t  a l l  of 
t h i s  Missour i  bus ine s s  t hen ,  bu t  I had o t h e r  t h i n g s  on 
my mind i n  t h o s e  days .  
Chavez g r i nned  and looked a t  h i s  wr i s twa tch .  H e  
s l apped  m e  on t h e  l e g .  
 h hat p u s s y ' l l  be l i n i n '  up about  t h i s  t i m e ,  a l l  
t h e  way down Murray street,  j u s t  w a i t i n '  f o r  good o l d  
Chavez , " 
 hit, man" s a i d  Swann, p o i n t i n g  h i s  Kool l i k e  a 
h i g h  schoo l  t e a c h e r  a t  a b lackboard .  "That pussy 
a i n ' t  w a i t i n '  f o r  no dumb f u c k i n '  dickhead l i k e  you. ' @  
I laughed and reached f o r  one of t h e  s i x  packs. 
I was a l l  j a zzed  up t h a t  morning, high on t h e  t r u t h  of  
my f a n t a s i e s  and d e l u s i o n s ,  When I t r i e d  t o  l i g h t  a  
c i g a r e t t e ,  I dropped it i n t o  t h e  sand  twice  b e f o r e  I 
g o t  it lit. Then I lit t h e  wrong end. I g o t  language 
s choo l  o r d e r s  j u s t  l i k e  I had it p lanned .  They were 
f o r  Vietnamese, of cou r se ,  bu t  what t h e  h e l l ?  I had 
it a l l  f i g u r e d  a l r e a d y .  The w a r  would be o v e r  by t h e  
t ime  m y  language c l a s s  f i n i s h e d  i n  a yea r .  And even 
i f  it wasn't, I ' d  be too  va luab l e  by t hen  t o  be  s e n t  
i n t o  t h e  w a r .  I 'd monitor  Vietnamese t r a n s m i s s i o n s  
from Bkinawa o r  Japan o r  maybe from Tirnbuktu. O r  from 
a  s h i p  s i x  hundred mi les  o f f  t h e  c o a s t .  1 ' d  be  set 
f o r  s u r e ,  I t o l d  myself.  I t o l d  myself a  l o t  of 
t h i n g s  t hen .  
" F u c ~ ,  boy. '' Chavez gr inned and s l apped  m e  on 
t h e  l e g .  H e  po in t ed  t o  t h e  burn ing  f i l t e r .  " ~ i d n ' t  
nobody t e a c h  you t o  smoke i n  Minnesota? O r  a l l  them 
peop le  up t h e r e  got f r ozen  b r a in s? "  
I shoved t h e  f i l t e r  i n t o  t h e  sand. Chavez 'd 
g o t t e n  a r t i l l e r y ,  s o  he w a s  a l l  r i g h t ,  t o o .  He'd 
heard  a l l  abou t  it from a D . 1 -  t h a t  morning - s a f e ,  
t r i p l e - r o w  sandbag bunkers ,  e i g h t  inch  guns,  basecamps 
and r e a r  a r e a s .  
I looked a t  Swann. H i s  c i g a r e t t e  l a y  on h i s  
lower l i p ,  h i s  beercan propped on h i s  knee.  H i s  t e e  
s h i r t  was s o  w h i t e  a g a i n s t  h i s  b l a c k  s k i n  t h a t  it 
seemed t o  glow i n  t h e  d a r k .  H e  was going  to  be  a 
c l e r k ,  and I t h o u g h t  then  how n a t u r a l  t h a t  w a s .  H e  
was j u s t  t h e  t y p e ,  t h e  o n e  who took  c a r e  of t h i n g s .  
T h a t  k i n d  o f  s t u f f  g e t s  a round  f a s t  - who you can  
t r u s t ,  and who you c a n ' t ,  who g e t s  t h i n g s  d o n e ,  and 
who d o e s n '  t . And t h e y  a l l  came to Swann, e v e n  t h e  
D I ' s . When t h e y  needed a runner  or a message 
d e l i v e r e d ,  t h e y  headed f o r  Swann. 
I was t h i n k i n g  how we'd a l l  t h r e e  made it a f t e r  
a l l ,  how we 'd  a l l  made o u t  j u s t  f i n e  and how p l e a s e d  I 
w a s ,  when Chavez b roke  i n t o  song.  H e  g o t  up  and 
danced  around l i k e  a madman, a r e g u l a r  A 1  J o l s o n .  
s P Swannie,  how I l o v e  ya ,  how I l o v e  ya ,  my d e a r  
o l d  Swannie . , . ' I  
Swann th rew h i s  b e e r  a s  ha rd  as he c o u l d ,  
s p l a s h i n g  i t  a g a i n s t  Chavez ' s  t e e  s h i r t .  Chavez 
s t o p p e d  and laughed l i k e  a g i a n t  i n  t h e  n i g h t ,  h i s  
hands on h i s  h i p s .  But Swann d i d n  ' t laugh  back .  H e  
j u s t  mumbled and looked a t  t h e  ground.  H e  r e a c h e d  f o r  
a n o t h e r  b e e r ,  b u t  a f t e r  h e  opened it, h e  s e t  it i n  t h e  
sand .  I f e l t  s o d a  water  b u b b l e  t h r o u g h  my ba l l s .  
Swann th rew h i s  c i g a r e t t e  down i n  f r o n t  of  him. 
"I a i n  ' t gonna be no c l e r k .  " 
Chavez s a t  down, and I g o t  up  on o n e  k n e e ,  l i k e  I 
was a b o u t  t o  take o f f .  Swann shoved h i s  hands  i n t o  
t h e  s a n d  a t  h i s  s i d e s .  
"I v o l u n t e e r e d  a i r b o r n e  t o d a y .  " 
H e  t r i e d  t o  l augh  b u t  f a i l e d  and c l o s e d  h i s  
mouth, H e  k e p t  h i s  hands i n  t h e  s a n d ,  h i s  arms 
t i g h t e n i n g ,  l i k e  he was b a l a n c i n g  h i m s e l f .  H i s  f a c e  
shone  s i l v e r y  b l a c k  i n  t h e  moonl ight .  I looked  a t  
Chavez . H i s  e y e s  f l i c k e r e d ,  l i k e  t h e y  were w e t .  
"I g o t  a  l i t t l e  b r o t h e r , ' '  h e  s a i d ,  as i f  t h a t  
e x p l a i n e d  e v e r y t h i n g .  I t r i e d  t o  see h i s  e y e s ,  b u t  
h e ' d  t u r n e d  away from us.  " ~ e ' s  e v e n t e e n  a n d  h e ' s  
t h e  o n l y  one  I g o t  l e f t .  I promised the o l d  man. " 
H e  k icked  t h e  bee rcan  o v e r  i n t o  t h e  s a n d .  
B P Nam. ~ i r b o r n e  ' 11 g e t  m e  t h e r e  s u r e .  " 
W e  knew t h e r e  w a s  no use a s k i n g  - t a l k i n g  and 
p l e a d i n g  would come t o  n o t h i n g .  H e  was l o o k i n g  o u t  
beyond u s ,  toward one  of t h e  m e s s h a l l  l i g h t s .  H e  Id 
f i n i s h e d  and s h u t  u p  abou t  it f o r  good. We knew h e  
w a s  a s k i n g  f o r  it, and I knew damn w e l l  what h e  meant ,  
though I had to  pu t  a l l  t h e  p i e c e s  t o g e t h e r  mysel f  
l a t e r ,  I looked  a t  Chavez a g a i n ,  and  h e  shook h i s  
head s l o w l y .  H e  had t h e  s a d d e s t  e x p r e s s i o n  I ' d  e v e r  
s e e n ,  and it  shocked m e  t o  see h i m  l i k e  t h a t .  But  it 
w a s  a  t e r r i b l e  t h i n g ,  someone commit t ing  s u i c i d e  
b e f o r e  your  e y e s .  
120 
I grew up on a  p i g  farm i n  Sou the rn  Minnesota ,  
t e n  miles from t h e  Iowa b o r d e r ,  and  Swann was t h e  
f i r s t  b l a c k  man 1 ' d  even known. B e f o r e  b a s i c  
t r a i n i n g ,  t h e  o n l y  b l a c k s  1 ' d  e v e r  seen  were on T.V.,  
l i k e  R o c h e s t e r  on The J a c k  Benny Show. 1 ' d  n e v e r  been 
more t h a n  f i f t y  m i l e s  from t h e  f a rm,  and when I f i r s t  
a r r i v e d  a t  F o r t  Leonard Wood, I was t e r r i f i e d  and 
a p p a l l e d  by b a b y s h i t  c o l o r e d  b u i l d i n g s  f i l l e d  w i t h  
j i v i n g ,  h a n d s l a p p i n g  b l a c k s  from t h e  s t r e e t s  of  
Ch icago  and Gary ,  Ind iana .  
I k e p t  t o  myself  i n  t h e  r e c e p t i o n  c e n t e r ,  t r y i n g  
t o  s l i d e  a b o u t  unseen ,  f a d i n g  o u t  a s  much a s  p o s s i b l e ,  
f a d i n g  back i n  on ly  when I had t o .  I t r i e d  n o t  t o  
f a i n t  i n  t h e  s h o t  l i n e  s o  I w o u l d n ' t  be s i n g l e d  o u t  
f o r  h u m i l i a t i o n  and r i d i c u l e  by one  of t h e  swagger-  
s t i c k - s w i n g i n g  D.  I. ' s .  And I made s u r e  I remembered 
t o  s h a v e  e a c h  morning ,  t o o ,  even  though a t e n - y e a r - o l d  
g i r l  h a s  more b e a r d  t h a n  I had t h e n .  I w a s n ' t  t a k i n g  
any  c h a n c e s  of b e i n g  d ry  shaved i n  f r o n t  of t h e  whole 
company by a s a d i s t i c  D . I .  I kep t  m y  mouth s h u t  
u n l e s s  someone asked  me something ,  u n t i l  I p u l l e d  
gua rd  d u t y  t h e  f o u r t h  n i g h t .  
Guard d u t y  c o n s i s t e d  of s i t t i n g  up  a l l  n i g h t  i n  
t h e  b a r r a c k s  w h i l e  o t h e r s  s l e p t ,  k e e p i n g  an  e y e  o u t  
f o r  f i r e s  and sudden mus te r s  by drunken D . I .  ' s .  There  
weren ' t  enough days  i n  t h e  r e c e p t i o n  c e n t e r  f o r  
everyone  t o  draw guard,  b u t  I drew it and so d i d  
Swann, 
W e  t a l k e d  about  eve ry th ing  t h a t  n i g h t ,  l i k e  b a s i c  
t r a i n e e s  do ,  and by morning w e  were o l d  f r i e n d s .  
Knowing t h a t  t h e r e  i s  nowhere t o  go  and no th ing  you 
c a n  d o  about  it makes you t a l k ,  And p r i d e  had a l r e a d y  
gone w i t h  t h e  h a i r c u t .  
H e  t o l d  m e  about  h i s  f ami ly ,  and I t o l d  him about  
mine. He was from Eas t  S t .  Louis  - him, h i s  o l d e r  
s i s t e r  and h i s  l i t t l e  b ro the r .  There  had been t h r e e  
o t h e r  b r o t h e r s ,  too ,  but they were a l l  dead by t h a t  
t i m e ,  k i l l e d  i n  t h e  streets i n  one way o r  a n o t h e r .  
H i s  mother  and f a t h e r  were long  s e p a r a t e d  and long  
dead ,  h i s  f a t h e r  from a k n i f e  i n  h i s  r i b s  o v e r  a  cheap 
b o t t l e  of wine i n  an  Eas t  S t .  Louis  a l l e y ,  and  h i s  
mother  from a push o u t  a n  e i g h t h  f l o o r  apar tment  
window by a j e a l o u s  l o v e r .  So Swann had t aken  c a r e  o f  
h i s  s i s t e r  and h i s  l i t t l e  b ro the r .  He'd done it s i n c e  
he was f i f t e e n ,  He'd promised t h e  o l d  man l o n g  b e f o r e  
h e  took  t h a t  k n i f e  over  cheap booze. Swann knew he 
was c r a z y  t o ,  b u t  h e  took promises t o  h e a r t ,  even 
t h o s e  made t o  no good motherfuckers  l i k e  h i s  o l d  man. 
I c o u l d n ' t  g e t  enough of h i s  s t o r i e s ,  b l a c k  
s t o r i e s ,  t h e  tough,  abandoned ghetto l i f e  h e ' d  l i v e d .  
H o w  had he even s tayed  a l i v e ,  I wondered? It w a s  a l l  
s o  h o r r i b l e  t o  m e ,  and so f a s c i n a t i n g ,  m e  a p i g  
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f a r m e r ' s  son from Southern  Minnesota where a l l  I had 
t o  worry about  was whether  o r  not  I made t h e  team. 
But it was a l l  s o  n a t u r a l  t o  Swann. He'd s m i l e  g e n t l y  
a t  m e ,  smoking s lowly ,  p u l l i n g  on h i s  c i g a r e t t e ,  
s a v o r i n g  every  d r ag .  ~ a d n  ' t everyone ' s f a t h e r  been 
k n i f e d ?  ~ a s n  ' t everyone ' s mother more concerned about  
a l o v e r  t han  h e r  family?  D idn ' t  everyone c a r r y  a gun, 
o r  a t  l e a s t  a k n i f e ,  t o  schoo l?  
A n d  I was amazed a t  f i r s t  by h i s  s k i n .  I 
c o u l d n ' t  g e t  enough of t h a t ,  e i t h e r .  I always wanted 
t o  touch  him, t o  f e e l  h i s  b lackness .  I grabbed h i s  
a r m  o r  p a t t e d  h i m  on t h e  back j u s t  f o r  an excuse  t o  
f e e l  him, And he  must have known; he looked a t  m e  
funny sometimes and r o l l e d  h i s  eyes .  Then h e  laughed 
and t e a s e d  me abou t  something elseo 
A n d  I o f t e n  thought ,  J e s u s ,  h e r e  I am and m y  b e s t  
f r i e n d  i s  b l ack  a s  t h e  a c e  of spades .  I s n ' t  t h a t  
something? I t r i e d  t o  imagine how my h igh  s c h o o l  
f r i e n d s  would r e a c t .  I was smug abou t  i t ,  of cou r se ,  
as  smug a s  any nineteen-year-old .  Wow, I had a  b l ack  
f r i e n d .  But it wasn ' t  l ong  b e f o r e  a l l  t h a t  wore o f f  ; 
I knew t h a t  he was t h e  b e s t  f r i e n d  I e v e r  had, and I 
f o r g o t  abou t  t h e  r e s t .  
I l i s t e n e d  t o  eve ry th ing  he s a i d ;  I t r i e d  t o  
c a t c h  eve ry  word. H e  was so w i s e .  Why he t ook  t o  m e  
I'll neve r  know. What d i d  he want w i t h  a  p i g  f a r m e r ' s  
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son?  I d i d n ' t  know then ,  and I d o n ' t  know now, though 
I ' v e  t hough t  abou t  it p l en ty  s i n c e  then.  1'd l i k e  t o  
a s k  him. And t h e r e ' s  a l o t  of  o t h e r  s t u f f  1 ' d  l i k e  t o  
a s k  him, t o o ,  l i k e  why h e  had t o  do i t ,  why h e  
c o u l d n ' t  f o r g e t  about  promises made t o  dead winos.  
A f t e r  t h a t  n i g h t ,  w e  were t a l k i n g  a l l  t h e  t ime.  
1 ' 11  admi t  I hovered over  him. H e  was my p r o t e c t i o n  
a t  f i r s t ,  u n t i l  I g o t  used to  t h i n g s  a s  they  were. I 
used him l i k e  a s h i e l d .  
Once w e  g o t  t o  our b a s i c  t r a i n i n g  u n i t ,  Chavez 
s l e p t  below Swann, and I s l e p t  i n  t h e  nex t  upper .  W e  
a l l  t ook  t o  each o t h e r ,  and soon w e  were i n s e p a r a b l e .  
L a t e r ,  we began heading f o r  t h e  s a n d r i s e  a t  two 
o ' c l o c k .  
So  I knew what ~ w a n n ' s  v o l u n t e e r i n g  a i r b o r n e  was 
a l l  a b o u t ,  and I 'rn s u r e  Chavez knew, t oo .  Swann 
needed t o  go t o  Viet-Nam i n  o rde r  t o  t a k e  care of  h i s  
b r o t h e r  and sister .  He'd g e t  abou t  s i x t y  e x t r a  
d o l l a r s  a  month f o r  h i s  sister by v o l u n t e e r i n g  
a i r b o r n e ,  and as long a s  he remained i n  Viet-Nam, h i s  
l i t t l e  b r o t h e r  wouldn ' t  have t o  go,  And i f  Swann go t  
k i l l e d ,  h i s  b r o t h e r  would be a l a s t  s u r v i v i n g  son ,  and 
h e  w o u l d n ' t  have t o  go t h e n ,  e i t h e r .  A l l  Swann had t o  
d o  was s t a y  i n  Viet-Nam u n t i l  t h e  war was o v e r ,  o r  
u n t i l  he  g o t  k i l l e d ,  whichever came f i r s t .  
Then I saw Swann over  t h e r e .  It h a d n ' t  t u rned  
o u t  bad ly  f o r  m e .  I was on a f i r e b a s e  i n  I V  Corps and 
on ly  had t o  worry about  mor t a r s  and rocke t s .  We ran  
twe lve  hour s h i f t s  i n  a r a d i o  t r u c k ,  s ea r ch ing  
f r e q u e n c i e s  f o r  t h e  vo i ce  communications t h a t  t h e  VC 
never  used.  Twelve on, twelve  o f f  . The y e a r  passed 
f a s t  enough. And I ' d seen Chavez , too ,  but  t h i n g s  
hadn '  t tu rned  o u t  s o  good f o r  him. 
H e  w a s  on a f i r e b a s e  t e n  k l i t s  west of u s ,  and 
one  Sunday a f t e rnoon  we made a r u n  over  t h e r e  t o  s e e  
t h e i r  commander. Three of t h e i r  1 5 5 ' s  had dropped 
s h o r t  and landed nea r  some of our antennas .  I hadn'  t 
w a l k e d  f i f t y  f e e t  from t h e  t r u c k  t h a t  a f t e r n o o n  when I 
s a w  him. ~ h e y ' d  been nea r l y  over run  by a ground 
a t t a c k  t h e  month be fo r e ,  and they had t o  swing t h e i r  
1 5 5  ' s  s t r a i g h t  down, f i r i n g  p o i n t  blank i n t o  t h e  
p e r i m e t e r  a t  t h e  oncoming VC. They 'd made i t ,  b u t  
t h e r e  a r e  l o t s  of ways of  making i t ,  and I w a s n ' t  
p r epa red  f o r  what I saw. 
Before  t h e  ground a t t a c k  I cou ld  imagine what 
i t ' d  been l i k e ,  laughing and en joy ing  t h e  s a f e t y  of 
t h o s e  sandbag bunkers ,  f i r i n g  rounds o u t  i n t o  t h e  
j u n g l e  on peop le  he never  saw. He could have  been 
working 1 5 5 ' s  i n  J o p l i n ,  f o r  a l l  he knew. But  now 
h e ' d  l o s t  t h a t  Andy G r i f f i t h  g r i n .  He looked 
f r i g h t e n e d  and hopped u p ,  h i s  eye s  grown wide ,  h i s  
body shrunken and smal l  nex t  t o  t h e  s p l i t  sandbags and 
t h e  j u t t i n g  b l ack  tubes .  H e  had on ea r£  l a p s  l i k e  
s t e r e o  headphones. H e  reminded m e  of a r e t a r d e d  kid  
back home, a  huge hear ing  a i d  s t r apped  over  h i s  e a r s .  
I wai ted  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  bang and watched Chavez t w i t c h  
a second b e f o r e  t h e  crack of t h e  gun. I watched them 
f i r e  a f e w  more rounds, then I t u rned  away and walked 
back t o  t h e  t r u c k .  
Swann came t o  my f i r e b a s e  one morning w i t h  a 
supp ly  t r u c k .  I ' d  been i n  coun t ry  e i g h t  months by 
t h a t  t ime ,  and I never expected  to  see  him a g a i n .  But 
I saw him when t h e  t r u c k  r o l l e d  i n ,  high up on t h e  
s i d e s  of t h e  box. He d i d n ' t  g e t  o f f  t h e  t r u c k  w i t h  
t h e  o t h e r s .  H e  s a t  t h e r e  t h e  whole hour t h e y  were i n  
camp, j u s t  s i t t i n g  up t h e r e  and n o t  moving. I s tood  
r i g h t  down below t h e  box and c a l l e d  h i s  name once o r  
t w i c e ,  b u t  he never  moved. H e  was f u l l  of r e d  d u s t ,  
even h i s  l i p s  had d u s t  on  them. A s  I looked up a t  
him, I t r i e d  t o  remember him i n  a  whi te  t e e  s h i r t ,  
r o l l i n g  h i s  e y e s  and smi l ing ,  a  Kool i n  h i s  l i p s ,  on 
t h e  s a n d r i s e  a t  F o r t  Leonard Wood. 
I s tood  t h e r e  f o r  h a l f  an  hou r .  There was no 
b r e e z e ,  and I swear not even h i s  e y e l a s h e s  moved. 
Then t hey  a l l  p i l e d  back on, and I watched t h e  t r u c k  
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head o f f ,  k i c k i n g  r e d  d u s t  a s  it roa r ed  out  i n t o  t h e  
j u n g l e  toward t h e  r i m  of t h e  wor ld ,  him up on  t h e  
r a c k ,  h i s  hands i n  h i s  l a p ,  s t a r i n g ,  l i k e  a b l ack  
Buddha. 
I knew h i s  s i s t e r ' s  address  i n  Missour i ;  we'd 
exchanged b e f o r e  w e  l e f t  basic t r a i n i n g ,  bu t  I never  
bothered t o  c a l l  on her when I g o t  back. I knew he 
was dead. I never  ca lked on Chavez, e i t h e r .  H e  
d i d n '  t need t o  hea r  from m e .  
But  Swann. I hope h i s  k i d  b r o t h e r  a p p r e c i a t e s  
i t .  I know it i s n ' t  f a i r  t o  h a t e  him. He ' s  probably 
good, maybe even a l i t t l e  l i k e  Swann. I f  I t r y  hard, 
I can sometimes s e e  him as a younger e d i t i o n ,  a  h i n t  
of  t h a t  so£ t ,  g e n t l e  smile, a Kool hanging on h i s  
lower l i p .  Maybe h e  even rolls h i s  eyes  t h e  way h i s  
b r o t h e r  used  to .  I know it i s n ' t  f a i r  t o  h a t e  him, 
b u t  it i s n "  f a i r  t h a t  Swann should be dead,  e i t h e r .  
And s o  t h e  r e e l  p l ays  on, and I am t a u g h t  t o  
f o r g e t ,  t h a t  a l l  I need t o  do i s  f o r g e t .  And 
sometimes I t r y .  But t h e  reel p l a y s  on,  and t h e r e ' s  
n o t h i n g  I can do to  s t o p  i t ,  no th ing  I can do a t  a l l .  
And I know i t '  ll p l a y  on u n t i l  t h e  very end of t ime ,  
r e t u r n i n g ,  r e t u r n i n g  t o  begin  a g a i n .  
DOING SHAKESPEARE 
The morning Meyer r e t u r n e d  home, a week a f t e r  
h e ' d  c r e p t  o u t  of t h e  jungles ,  l e a v i n g  h i s  f e l l o w  
LURPS b e h i n d ,  h i s  - 4 5  p i s t o l  and h i s  s k i n n i n g  k n i f e  
s t i l l  tucked  i n t o  h i s  b e l t ,  h e  bought  a n  o r a n g e  
Volkswagen w i t h  a  b l a c k  s t r i p e  down t h e  m i d d l e .  He 
and  h i s  f a t h e r  s t o o d  i n  t h e  used car l o t ,  the wind 
whipping  snow i n t o  c i r c l e s  and s p r a y i n g  it o v e r  t h e  
hoods of t h e  cars i n t o  t h e i r  f a c e s .  They had t a s s e l  
c a p s  down o v e r  t h e i r  e a r s ,  t h e i r  s h o u l d e r s  hunched 
a g a i n s t  t h e  c o l d .  The sa lesman hadn 't even b o t h e r e d  
t o  come o u t s i d e ,  b u t  had s t a y e d  i n  h i s  h e a t e d  shack a 
hundred  f e e t  away. Meyer ' s  f a t h e r  shook h i s  head and 
k i c k e d  a  t i r e .  H i s  moustache had s t r e a k e d  w i t h  g r e y  
i n  t h e  l a s t  t h r e e  y e a r s ,  and h e ' d  deve loped  a b e l l y  
t h a t  pushed h i s  brown corduroy  c o a t  o u t  i n  f r o n t  of 
him l i k e  h e  was c o n c e a l i n g  a b a s k e t b a l l .  H e  looked 
down a t  t h e  ground and s c r a p e d  t h e  snow w i t h  h i s  b o o t .  
D o n ' t  make a m i s t a k e ,  h e  s a i d  - t h e  b rakes  were  spongy 
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and t h e  c l u t c h  s l i p p e d .  And t h e  c o l o r :  My God, it 
w a s  a j o k e .  H e  k i cked  a n o t h e r  t i re .  Don1 t d o  it, he 
s a i d ,  
Meyer a r r i v e d  unannounced e a r l i e r  t h a t  morning 
a f t e r  r i d i n g  a day and a h a l f  on a Greyhound bus  from 
San F r a n c i s c o .  H i s  mother and f a t h e r  had bought  a new 
house  w h i l e  h e ' d  been gone,  and  h e ' d  s t o o d  i n  t h e  
m i d d l e  of t h e  t i n y  l i v i n g  room, h i s  d u f f e l  b a g  s t i l l  
a t  h i s  f e e t ,  l i s t e n i n g  t o  h i s  mother  a s  she  t o l d  him 
v a c a n t l y  t h a t  s h e  w a s  s o r r y ,  b u t ,  as h e  c o u l d  see, 
t h e y  r e a l l y  had no room f o r  him i n  t h e i r  new l i t t l e  
h o u s e ,  t h a t  f o r  t h e  t i m e  be ing  he ' d  have t o  s l e e p  on a 
f o l d i n g  c o t  i n  t h e  k i t c h e n  and k e e p  h i s  shav ing  cream 
and s a f e t y  r a z o r  i n  t h e  cupboard w i t h  t h e  d i s h e s .  
S h e ' d  been a b o u t  t o  go t o  t h e  h a i r d r e s s e r ' s  and had 
worn a g r e e n  and  w h i t e  gingham d r e s s  and a p a t e n t  
l e a t h e r  handbag a c r o s s  her arm. On h e r  way o u t  t h e  
d o o r ,  s h e ' d  pecked him o n  t h e  cheek and p a t t e d  h i s  
hand. 
Meyer headed o u t  of Nor thern  Wisconsin toward  
I n t e r s t a t e  90 and Madison beyond. H e  had some o l d  
f r i e n d s  t o  v i s i t ,  f r i e n d s  he h a d n ' t  s e e n  s i n c e  h i g h  
s c h o o l .  A s  h e  worked t h r o u g h  t h e  g e a r s ,  w a t c h i n g  t h e  
dark g r e e n ,  snow-covered p ine  f o r e s t s  s l i p  by both 
s i d e s  of t h e  highway and wai t  f o r  him a t  t h e  o t h e r  
end,  h e  remembered how i n  high school  they would s i t  
most every  n i g h t  i n  Don' s ' 50  Chevrolet  on t h e  s t r e e t  
i n  f r o n t  of  t h e  old  Lutheran Church, f o u r  overweight,  
be spec t ac l ed  ado le scen t s ,  s ipping i l l e g a l  b e e r ,  
s h a r i n g  t h e i r  v e r s i o n s  of t h e  f u t u r e ,  dreaming of 
women and power. I n  t h e i r  s en io r  year  they had even 
played Shakespeare - &  ids summer's ~ i q h t ' s  Dream - t h e  
f o u r  of them t h e  l eads ,  transformed i n t o  a g i l e ,  deep- 
t h r o a t e d  young men, leaping about t h e  hushed s t a g e  i n  
t h e  e e r i e  t w i l i g h t .  The audience - near ly  t h e  whole 
town - packed i n t o  t h e  e i g h t y  degree  hea t  of  t h e  smal l  
gymnasium had s tood and applauded wi ld ly ,  f o r  hours it 
had seemed t o  them on s t a g e ,  t r anspor t ed  i n t o  
something beyond i t s e l f ,  the  c lapping  going on and on,  
t h e i r  one g r e a t  moment o f  high school  tr iumph. 
The p ine  f o r e s t s  were beginning t o  l i g h t e n  t o  
b i r c h  and pop la r ,  even g iv ing  way t o  a smal l  open 
f i e l d  he re  and t h e r e .  Not ic ing t h a t  he was s t i l l  
whining along i n  t h i r d  g e a r ,  Meyer pu l led  t h e  
g e a r s h i f t  back i n t o  f o u r t h  and pushed h i s  f o o t  t o  t h e  
f l o o r .  
H e  climbed t h e  s t a i r s  to  L a u t e r ' s  apartment and 
knocked on the  door. H e  thought he heard a vo ice  
i n s i d e ,  s o  he knocked again  and pushed t h e  door open. 
Lau te r  had a water g l a s s  t o  t h e  w a l l  with h i s  e a r  
p re s sed  t o  i t .  He had on a black s tocking c a p  with a 
r e d  and gold Mao p in  a t tached  t o  t h e  f r o n t .  Meyer 
opened h i s  mouth, bu t  before he could g r e e t  him, 
Lau te r  motioned him over and made him l i s t e n ,  t oo ,  
made him pu t  h i s  e a r  up a g a i n s t  t h e  g l a s s .  Meyer 
c o u l d n ' t  hear  anything,  but  Laute r  could.  H e  could 
hear  t h e  c r i e s  and moans of a Chinese couple  making 
love  nex t  door.  
When Meyer go t  up c l o s e ,  he no t i ced  t h a t  ~ a u t e r ' s  
s i deburns  were taped t o  t h e  s i d e s  of h i s  head with  
s co t ch  t ape .  Meyer was about t o  a s k  him what it was 
a l l  about  when Laute r  tapped t h e  s i d e s  of h i s  head. 
I t  was a p reven t ive  measure, he s a i d .  H e  never  took 
h i s  s t o c k i n g  c a p  o f f ,  and he re taped  h i s  s ideburns  
every n i g h t  before  bed and every morning a f t e r  h e  go t  
up. H e  w a s  a f r a i d  of l o s ing  his h a i r ,  he s a i d .  
Lau te r  made Meyer sit t h e r e  wi th  him u n t i l  noon 
and watch f o r  t h e  Chinese couple t o  l eave  f o r  t h e i r  
one o ' c l o c k  c l a s s .  Lauter  kep t  p u t t i n g  his e a r  t o  t h e  
g l a s s  and winking. He had a roommate, he s a i d ,  who 
demonstrated a g a i n s t  the war. T h a t ' s  where he g o t  t h e  
Mao p i n .  He gr inned  and gave it a t a p .  H i s  roommate, 
h e  s a i d ,  t a l k e d  on and o n  abou t  t h e  war. H e  was a 
r e a l  p a i n  i n  t h e  a s s  a b o u t  it. They were a lways  
c a l l i n g  ra l l ies  and d e m o n s t r a t i o n s ,  d r e s s i n g  up i n  o l d  
f a t i g u e s  and  g r e e n  army o v e r c o a t s .  
L a u t e r  lit a c i g a r e t t e  and pushed h i s  s t o c k i n g  
c a p  b a c k  a b i t  on h i s  f o r e h e a d .  H e ' d  l o s t  h i s  baby 
f a t  a n d  had a few d a y ' s  growth of b lond  b e a r d  and 
l o n g ,  uneven ,  b lond  moustache. H e  drank f rom a  w a r m  
c a n  o f  Budweiser ,  t h e  las t  of a  s i x - p a c k ,  t h e  empty 
c a n s  s c a t t e r e d  a b o u t  on t h e  f l o o r .  He p u t  h i s  f e e t  u p  
o n  a n  o v e r t u r n e d ,  c a b l e s p o o l  f o o t r e s t .  
Meyer wanted t o  a s k  Lau te r  i f  h e  remembered a l l  
t h o s e  p e o p l e  c l a p p i n g ,  i f  Lau te r  remembered l i k e  h e  
d i d ,  or  i f  i t  had  been so long a g o  t h a t  i t  h a d n ' t  
r e a l l y  happened t h e  way Meyer remembered. B u t  L a u t e r  
c o n t i n u e d  b e f o r e  Meyer h a d  a  chance .  
Remember how h e ,  L a u t e r ,  u sed  t o  b e  i n t o  
p s y c h o l o g y ,  how he r ead  a l l  t h o s e  books i n  h i g h  
s c h o o l .  R o l l o  May, Abraham Maslow, Jung  . J e s u s  
C h r i s t ,  s p o u t i n g  a l l  t h a t  c r a p  a l l  t h e  t i m e .  
L a u t e r  d r a n k  more b e e r  and chewed on h i s  w e t  
mous tache ,  m a i n t a i n i n g  h i s  g a z e  o u t  t h e  window. 
T h e i r  t e a c h e r s  t h o u g h t  h e  w a s  n u t s ,  b u t  t h e y ' d  
been a f r a i d  t o  d i s c o u r a g e  him. B u t  h e r e ,  a t  Madison, 
J e s u s ,  t h e  s h i t  t h e y ' d  s t u d i e d ,  t h e  s h i t  t h e y ' d  c a r e d  
a b o u t ,  e x p e c t e d  him t o  c a r e  a b o u t .  I t  made him s i c k  
t o  s e e  t h e m  put a l l  t h a t  money i n t o  such b u l l s h i t ,  
l i k e  observing how moles fuck. 
Lauter  stubbed h is  c i g a r e t t e  i n  a j a r  l i d  on the  
cablespool  t a b l e  and took another swallow. H e  pu t  t h e  
g l a s s  t o  t h e  w a l l ,  shook h i s  head, and dropped t h e  
g l a s s  onto the  f l o o r  next to  him. 
Well, he d i d n ' t  g ive a fuck about any of i t ,  
anymore, and he d i d n ' t  go to  school anymore, e i t h e r .  
H e  hoped h i s  roommate and h i s  c ronies  took over  t h e  
world. Those dumb fuckers ,  could you imagine? Jesus ,  
he grinned and shook h i s  head. Good, he s a i d ,  he 
hoped they burned the whole fucking world down. The 
world deserved it. 
F i n a l l y ,  a f t e r  they saw the Chinese couple 
s t r o l l i n g  hand i n  hand down t h e  s t r e e t  toward t h e  bus 
s t o p ,  Lauter tossed  h i s  l a s t  beercan onto t h e  f l o o r ,  
go t  up ,  and headed o u t  t h e  door and down t h e  h a l l  
toward t h e  t o i l e t .  Af ter  he l e f t ,  Meyer lit a  
c i g a r e t t e  and s a t  f o r  a  few minutes s t a r i n g  a t  t h e  
water  g l a s s  on the  f l o o r  and then a t  an empty book of 
matches on the  windowsill.  The matchbook cover 
a d v e r t i s e d  b l i s s  through the simple a c q u i s i t i o n  of an 
engineer ing degree i n  s i x  shor t  weeks a t  La S a l l e  
Univers i ty .  Af ter  taking one l a s t  look around t h e  
room, he headed down the  s t a i r s  toward h i s  Volkswagen. 
Don was g l a d  t o  see  him. H e  shook Meyer's hand 
and hugged him. H e  slapped him on t h e  back and c a l l e d  
him man. Don had l o s t  a l l  h i s  pimples and h i s  baby 
f a t ,  t o o ,  and had grown h i s  brown h a i r  long i n t o  a 
p o n y t a i l  c l a sped  in  the  back with a  wooden, 
Indian- looking pin of some kind.  
Don was l i v i n g  i n  a one-room apartment with a  
woman named Sarah and her three-year-old  c h i l d ,  
Dayglow. He int roduced Sarah t o  Meyer, but she  looked 
a t  him without  saying a  word. She had vacan t ,  
harassed  eyes and long,  s t r a i g h t ,  blonde h a i r .  She 
s a t  i n  a  c h a i r  and twis ted  h e r  f i n g e r s  i n t o  a church 
s t e e p l e ,  opening them up over and over t o  see a l l  t h e  
people .  Dayglow s a t  on her  mother ' s  l a p  and bea t  a 
sauce pan off  t h e  edge of the c h a i r .  She wore a  d i r t y  
t e e  s h i r t  wi th   eathe hen ~ a b y "  spray-painted a c r o s s  t h e  
f r o n t  , 
The w a l l s  were b r i g h t  green,  t h e  c e i l i n g  a  huge 
yel low sun wi th  purple  and red rays  shoot ing from it. 
A p o s t e r  next  t o   eyer' s head t o l d  him t h a t  i t  was a 
hot  town with  pigs  i n  t h e  s t r e e t s ,  but  t h a t  t h e  
s t r e e t s  belonged to  the  people. I t  asked him i f  he 
c o u l d  d i g  it. 
S a r a h ' s  o l d  man was r i c h ,  Don s a i d ,  r i c h e r  than 
God h i m s e l f ,  e v e n ,  and t h e y  l i v e d  o f f  him, H e  s e n t  
them a check e v e r y  month f o r  he r  and Dayglow, H e  
t h o u g h t  Sa rah  was s t i l l  going  t o  s c h o o l .  Don smi led  
when he  s a i d  it. They were proud o f  what t h e y  were 
d o i n g .  The o l d  man deserved t o  be t aken  advan tage  o f ,  
t h e  c a p i t a l i s t  p i g  b a s t a r d ,  he  s a i d .  
Don g o t  Meyer a  bee r  and some c h a r t r e u s e - c o l o r e d  
v e g e t a b l e  j u i c e  f o r  h imse l f .  Beer made him s i c k  now, 
h e  s a i d ,  s i n c e  he  d i scove red  it was j u s t  a n o t h e r  
c a p i t a l i s t  p l o t  i n  t h e  l a r g e r  scheme t o  keep t h e  
p r o l e t a r i a t  down. But h e  s t i l l  k e p t  some around f o r  
h i s  o l d ,  u n e n l i g h t e n e d ,  c a p i t a l i s t  f r i e n d s ,  he  s a i d ,  
g r i n n i n g  and s h a k i n g  h i s  pony ta i l  t o  one s i d e .  
Meyer d e c i d e d  t o  change t h e  s u b j e c t  - h e  wanted 
t o  a s k  Don a b o u t  Shakespeare,  too - b u t  Don b e a t  him 
t o  it. They w e r e  demonst ra t ing  tomorrow a f t e r n o o n  a t  
t h e  l i b r a r y  m a l l .  It was going t o  be a bad one,  h e  
c o u l d  a lways  t e l l .  There was something i n  t h e  a i r .  
Don a c t u a l l y  looked  above h i s  head and s n i f f e d .  The 
f u c k i n g  w a r .  T h e i r  p l a n s  were a  s t r i k e  i n  A p r i l ,  when 
it got warmer. Close  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  down.   hey 'd 
show t h e  f u c k e r s ,  he  s a i d ,  suddenly pounding h i s  f i s t  
h a r d  o n  t h e  c h a i r ,  upending t h e  g l a s s  and t h e  rest of 
his v e g e t a b l e  j u i c e  on to  t h e  f l o o r .  
Meyer n o t i c e d  ano the r  p o s t e r ,  on  t h e  w a l l  beh ind  
D o n ' s  h e a d ,  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e .  H e  wanted t o  a s k  Don 
about i t ,  what it meant, why it was on h i s  w a l l ,  
whether maybe it had anything t o  do  with high school. 
The p o s t e r  showed Lyndon Johnson i n  a  long black cape 
and a peaked black ha t .  Ding dong, it proclaimed, t h e  
wicked witch is  dead. Which old witch? The wicked 
o l d  witch.  Ding dong, t h e  wicked witch i s  dead. 
But t h e  war was a l l  Don cared about now, H e  
d idn ' t even remember high school anymore, he sa id .  
What he must have been l i k e  i n  high school. A f a t ,  
pimpled nerd .  What was it h e  was going t o  do? Law. 
Fucking l a w !  How decadent could you g e t ?  
Don laughed and kicked h i s  vegetable  j u i c e  g l a s s  
over a g a i n s t  t h e  wall .  Dayglow's eyes widened and she 
began t o  wa i l ,  but Sarah, l o s t  i n  her s t e e p l e s ,  sa id  
noth ing ,  Don began t o  shout. 
History.  P o l i t i c a l  Science. H e  knew p l e n t y  of 
both and he hadn ' t  learned them i n  school,  e i t h e r ,  
He 'd  learned them where they r e a l l y  counted, with t h e  
people ,  on the  s t r e e t s .  
L a t e r ,  Don and Sarah d r i f t e d  off  i n t o  another  
world,  g o t  down on t h e i r  hands and knees, and spent 
t h e  rest of the af ternoon amusing themselves t r y i n g  t o  
teach Dayglow t o  s ay  cocksucker and p a s s  t h e  fucking 
b u t t e r .  
T h a t  e v e n i n g  Meyer r a n  i n t o  David d r i n k i n g  b e e r  
a l o n e  i n  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  Union S t i f t s k e l l e r .  The dark  
brown w a l l s  were l i n e d  w i t h  bee r  s t e i n s  and e l a b o r a t e  
p a i n t i n g s  o f  mock b a t t l e  scenes w i t h  German c a p t i o n s .  
The room w a s  empty excep t  f o r  David, and i n  a n o t h e r  
c o r n e r ,  a g roup  of s t u d e n t s  ga the red  about  a bearded 
man i n  s a f f r o n  robes .  
David  hadn ' t changed. H e  was s t i l l  s h o r t  and 
f a t .  h i s  h a i r  w a s  s t i l l  c u r l y  and f r i z z y ,  and h i s  
g l a s s e s  s t i l l  as t h i c k  as eve r  - s t i l l  t h e  nerd  of  t h e  
w o r l d .  A f t e r  Meyer got  h i s  beer  and s a t  down, David 
t o l d  him a b o u t  t h e  man who was t r y i n g  t o  k i l l  him. 
E v e r y  n i g h t  t h e  man got  drunk and f o r c e d  h i s  way 
i n t o  D a v i d ' s  1 2 t h  f l o o r  apartment and t h r e a t e n e d  t o  
throw him o u t  of  t h e  window. He ran ted  and raved  and 
s l a p p e d  David around,  t e l l i n g  him t h e  t ime w a s n ' t  
q u i t e  r i gh t  f o r  him t o  g e t  away w i t h  murder y e t ,  bu t  
one  o f  t h e s e  n i g h t s ,  v e r y  soon now, z i p ,  boom, o u t  the  
window he" go.  
The man a lways  had peanut b u t t e r  i n  h i s  b e a r d ,  
David s a i d ,  and  h i s  t e e t h  were broken from one s i d e  of 
h i s  mouth. H e  was s o  h ideous  he looked l i k e  t h e  
Monster  f ram t h e  Black Lagoon. And he ' d  done it every  
s i n g l e  n i g h t  fo r  t h r e e  months. David was a t  t h e  end 
of h i s  rope. H e  was s c a r e d  s h i t l e s s ,  he s a i d .  
Dav id  s a i d  h e  t a l k e d  t o  t h e  p o l i c e ,  b u t  t h e y  t o l d  
him t h e y ' d  on ly  do something once h i s  head h i t  t h e  
s idewalk  o u t  f r o n t  . They laughed a t  him, h e  s a i d .  
And h e  h a d n ' t  done anything;  he ld  never  even seen  t h e  
man b e f o r e  t h a t  f i r s t  n i g h t  when h e  fo rced  h i s  way 
i n t o  h i s  apar tment .  The i n j u s t i c e ,  he c r i e d  a lo ud ,  
t e a r s  i n  h i s  e y e s .  Then, suddenly ,  he began begging 
Meyer t o  p r o t e c t  him. S t a y  and p r o t e c t  me, Meyer, he  
s a i d ,  
The s t u d e n t s  and t h e  bearded man were f i l i n g  o u t .  
A s  h e  headed toward t h e  door ,  t h e  man's s a f f r o n  robes  
b i l l owed  about  w i l d l y ,  l i k e  a  wind had come up. 
Meyer lit a  c i g a r e t t e  and f i n a l l y  asked David i f  
h e ' d  w r i t t e n  h i s  novel y e t .  Maybe David would 
remember Shakespeare  i n  t i m e ,  t o o .  Yes, h e  thought ,  
David was s u r e  t o  be  t h e  one t o  remember. But  David 
looked a t  him l i k e  h e ' d  l o s t  h i s  mind u n t i l  Meyer g o t  
up and t o l d  h i m  a s  he moved away t h a t  h e ' d  w r i t e  about  
a l l  t h i s  someday, too .  you' 11 write about  a l l  t h i s  
someday, t o o ,  Meyer s a i d .  
But David j u s t  continued s t a r i n g  a t  him l i k e  h e  Id 
l o s t  h i s  mind u n t i l  Meyer c l e a r e d  t h e  doorway and was 
o u t  of h i s  v i s i o n ,  headed ou t  p a s t  t h e  ba r  toward t h e  
f r o n t  door  and h i s  orange Volkswagen w i th  t h e  b lack  
s t r i p e  down t h e  cen t e r .  
1 3 8  
As Me~er l e f t  t h e  c i t y  i t  began g e t t i n g  d a r k e r  
a n d  d a r k e r .  H e  removed a b o t t l e  o f  whiskey and a  . 4 5  
~ i s t o l  f rom t h e  g l o v e  compartment and p l a c e d  them on 
the seat .  H e  h e l d  t h e  wheel wi th  one hand, uncapped 
t h e  b o t t l e ,  a n d  d r a n k  from it w i t h  t h e  o t h e r .  A f t e r  
taking a n o t h e r  l o n g  d r i n k ,  h e  wedged t h e  b o t t l e  
u p r i g h t  b e t w e e n  h i s  s e a t  and t h e  m i d d l e  hump. 
H e  would r e t u r n  t o  As ia ,  He had a LURP f r i e n d  
who worked f o r  RMK C o n s t r u c t i o n  now, r u n n i n g  s u p p l i e s  
up t h e  Me--Kong R i v e r .  H i s  f r i e n d  cou ld  a lways  u s e  
a n o t h e r  g u n n e r ,  Nothing e v e r  changed i n  Asia. 
H e  l o o k e d  o u t  a t  t h e  sky th rough  t h e  w i n d s h i e l d  
and t h e n  o u t  i n t o  t h e  p a s s i n g  f o r e s t s  and open  f i e l d s .  
I n  t h e  m o o n l i g h t  h e  saw humpbacked shadows p a i n t e d  
w i t h  s o o t  s l i d i n g  down t r e e s ,  t h e i r  r i f l e s  pok ing  from 
t h e i r  p a c k s .  H e  s w i t c h e d  on h i s  l i g h t s  and k e p t  h i s  
speed s t e a d y ,  s t e a d y  toward t h e  west, w a t c h i n g  f o r  
flares, l i s t e n i n g  f o r  t h e  f l a p p i n g  of h e l i c o p t e r  
b l a d e s .  
H e  p i cked  up t h e  .45, cocked i t ,  and l a y  it back 
on t h e  seat, c o n t i n u i n g  on th rough  t h e  e v e r  d a r k e n i n g  
n i g h t ,  t h r o u g h  t h e  humpbacked shadows w i t h  t h e i r  
r i f l e s ,  t o w a r d  t h e  w e s t e r n  h o r i z o n  and t h e  s e a  beyond 
t h a t  o p e n e d  b e f o r e  him l i k e  a mouth. 
1 3 9  
An hour  l a t e r  h e  e n t e r e d  a  sma l l  town, p u l l e d  o f f  
t o  t h e  s i d e  of t h e  road and parked ,  H e  grabbed h i s  
b o t t l e  and h i s  p i s t o l  and headed o u t  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t .  
A s  h e  walked down t h e  s t r e e t  under a l eaden  sky ,  he 
s m e l l e d  woodpulp f rom a wood p roduc t s  p l a n t  a h a l f  
m i l e  t o  t h e  n o r t h ,  i t s  l i g h t s  b l a z i n g  a g a i n s t  t h e  sky ,  
A h a l f  hour  l a t e r  he  found h imse l f  i n  f r o n t  of an  
o l d ,  r e d - b r i c k  h i g h  schoo l .  The domed t o p  shown under  
t h e  r e f l e c t e d  l i g h t  of s t r e e t  lamps l i k e  a  huge, 
ba ld-headed  g h o s t .  I t  appeared ready  for  t h e  wrecking 
b a l l ,  t h e  windows broken  ou t  and t h e  w a l l s  p a i n t e d  
w i t h  sc rawled  o b s c e n i t i e s ,  l i k e  an abandoned 
warehouse .  H e  imagined r a t s  squeaking m e r r i l y  a c r o s s  
g r e y - s p o t t e d  cement  f l o o r s  and peeking ou t  o f  
yel low-tr immed windows.  eyer's own h i g h  s c h o o l  was 
gone now, too .  I t  had had a  dome l i k e  t h i s  one,  
X) 
h o u s i n g  a t e l e s c o p e  t h a t  had never been used .  It had 
been something a b o u t  t h e  des ign .  
A ca r  c a r e e n e d  around t h e  c o r n e r ,  began t o  s p i n  
and swerve  toward M e y e r ,  b l a r i n g  i t s  horn .  H e  dove 
i n t o  a  s n o w d r i f t ,  r o l l e d ,  and aimed h i s  p i s t o l ,  bu t  
t h e  car e v e n t u a l l y  r i g h t e d  i t s e l f  and c o n t i n u e d  on 
down t h e  s t r e e t ,  r o a r i n g  and s h i f t i n g  g e a r s .  
A s  Meyer l a y  i n  t h e  d r i f t ,  it began snowing huge, 
heavy f l a k e s .  H e  t u r n e d  ove r  on h i s  back ,  f e e l i n g  t h e  
snow ha rd  and warm a long  h i s  body. H e  l a y  h i s  bare 
head back i n t o  t h e  snow and d rank  gulps  from h i s  
b o t t l e ,  s i g h t i n g  h i s  p i s t o l  a t  t r e e  l imbs and 
second-s to ry  windows. He s t uck  t h e  b o t t l e  i n t o  t h e  
snowbank and spread h i s  arms, making a n g e l s  i n  t h e  
snow, 
Soon t h e  snow began dropping h e a v i e r  on h i s  l i p s  
and cheeks.  He found h i s  g l a s s e s ,  g o t  u p ,  and walked 
on. H e  s tumbled and bumped i n t o  a  t r e e .  He looked up 
a t  t h e  snow, 
A s  he t r udged  back toward where he t hough t  h i s  
Volkswagen must be ,  t h e  snow began f a l l i n g  even more 
h e a v i l y .  I t  came heav ie r  and h e a v i e r  u n t i l  h e  was i n  
danger  of l o s i n g  h i s  way. He pushed ahead but t h e  
snow f e l l  o n  and on, even h e a v i e r ,  and t h e  wind began 
t o  blow, H e  no longer  had any i dea  where h i s  c a r  was, 
a s  he  p u t  h i s  shou lder  t o  t he  wind, c l u t c h i n g  h i s  - 4 5  
t o  h i s  c h e s t .  F i n a l l y ,  l a t e r ,  as he  f e l l  toward t h e  
s t ree t ,  he heard  t h e  sharp  joyous c r i e s  of f a i r i e s  
sp r ead ing  t h e i r  magic s p e l l s ,  and t h e  anguished groans 
of romant ics  dying i n  the  snow. 
CHI? I STMAS HOLIDAY 
Two days before Christmas the  th ree  of u s  pooled 
our money and drove t o  Vancouver i n  a borrowed "5 
Saab without a hea te r .  W e  drove day and n i g h t ,  
wrapped i n  q u i l t s  and thermal underwear, s t r i p p i n g  
f r o s t  w i t h  a spa tu la .  A t  f o u r - t h i r t y  in t h e  morning 
we stopped a t  a roadside d iner  ou t s ide  Medicine Hat. 
The cook c a l l e d  out  from t h e  k i tchen  t h a t  it was 
twenty-five below zero and t h a t  the wind had been 
clocked a t  f o r t y  m i l e s  per hour i n  gus ts .  The 
w a i t r e s s  stood behind the counter with eyes  a s  vacant 
a s  snowballs,  while w e  a l l  huddled around a corner 
t a b l e  w i t h  cof fee ,  W e  s t i l l  had our q u i l t s  around us.  
The cof fee  was t i r e  black and sca ld ing ,  and I could 
have poured i t  over m y  f ace ,  There were ha tche t s  and 
b lanke t s  and s i x  shooters on t h e  wal l s  and a guy i n  
t h e  corner who looked l i k e  Orson WePles., The windows 
r a t t l e d  when the wind blew hard off the  p r a i r i e ,  and 
f i n a l l y ,  a f t e r  an hour of c a l l i n g  out  weather 
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in format ion  l i k e  food o r d e r s ,  t h e  cook came o u t  from 
t h e  back room and t o l d  us  we had t o  o rder  something 
b e s i d e s  c o f f e e  o r  l eave .  
W e  ' d  c ro s sed  a t  Emerson J u n c t i o n  a t  t h r e e  o ' c l o c k  
i n  t h e  morning t h e  day before .  The customs agent  j u s t  
looked i n t o  t h e  c a r  a t  our beards  and waved u s  on. He 
wore a grey a i r  f o r ce  parka wi th  t h e  hood pu l l ed  a l l  
t h e  way down, so  w e  never even saw h i s  f a c e .  A s  w e  
p u l l e d  away, I looked a t  him o u t  t h e  r e a r  window, 
moving back toward t h e  door of h i s  shack l i k e  a g r e a t  
i n s e c t ,  
When w e  got  t o  Vancouver, we found a h o t e l  f o r  
f o u r  d o l l a r s  ap iece .  A shaggy blond teenager  hawked 
h e r o i n  on t h e  t h i r d - f l o o r  l and ing ,  and t h e  guy i n  t h e  
room next  door  c r i e d  a l l  n igh t  long because he  was 
a l o n e  and broken on Christmas Eve. We watched the  
Pope on the  f ad ing  twelve-inch t e l e v i s i o n  and smoked 
c i g a r e t t e s  u n t i l  dawn, A t  e i g h t - t h i r t y  w e  went o u t  
look ing  f o r  W i l l i e .  
W i l l i e  was l i v i n g  i n  a house on the  Bay wi th  a 
g rey  and a brown c a t .  The  grey c a t  was from 
C a l i f o r n i a  and t h e  brown was from Canada, T h e  
C a l i f o r n i a  c a t  had only  r e c e n t l y  been c a s t r a t e d ,  and 
he c o n s t a n t l y  a t t acked  the  Canadian c a t ,  which had 
been neu te red  f o r  y e a r s ,  He'd jump off  t h e  balcony o r  
sneak o u t  from behind the  s t a i r s .  The f u r  would f l y  
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a l l  day l o n g ,  The c a t s  would get l e t t e r s  i n  t h e  m a i l ,  
and  W i l l i e  would g e t  down on h i s  hands and k n e e s  a n d  
r e a d  to  them. 
Willie w a s  h o u s e s i t t i n g  f o r  a  d o c t o r  and h i s  w i f e  
h e ' d  m e t  a t  a movie. They were l e a v i n g  t h e  n e x t  day  
f o r  Michigan ,  t h e y ' d  s a i d ,  and t h e y  s t i l l  h a d n ' t  found 
anyone t o  t a k e  care o f  t h e i r  house .  But t h e y  were 
l e a v i n g  a t  6 :  00 A.M. anyway, whe the r  t hey  found  anyone 
o r  n o t .  They d i d n ' t  c a r e  i f  anyone took c a r e  of  t h e  
h o u s e  anymore.  So W i l l i e  s a i d  h e  'd  d o  i t ,  and h e r e  he  
was, with two c a t s ,  a f reezer  f u l l  o f  f o o d ,  and  t h r e e  
ref r i g e r a t o r s  w i t h  a l l  the w i r e s  removed and s t a c k e d  
w i t h  Molson Ale ,  
W e  h a d n ' t  s e e n  W i l l i e  f o r  t h i r t e e n  y e a r s ,  s i n c e  
h e ' d  p u l l e d  o u t  f o r  Canada. He 'd  grown a g i g a n t i c  
b e a r d  and los t  a l l  h i s  h a i r  on top .  H e  worked as a 
c a r p e n t e r  o f f  and o n ,  and h e  wore baggy b i b  o v e r a l l s  
w i t h  a  t a p e  measure i n  t h e  s i d e  p o c k e t  a l l  t h e  w h i l e  
w e  were t h e r e .  H e  s a i d  o v e r  and  o v e r  t h a t  t h e y  were 
s t i l l  p l a n n i n g  t o  come and g e t  h i m  someday, l i k e  
C h r i s t .  H e  s a i d  he  d i d  h i s  b e s t  t o  keep f rom f a l l i n g  
o f f  houses  o n  h i s  w o r s t  days ,  
W i l l i e  l i k e d  dope now. The r e s t  of u s  c o u l d  t a k e  
it  o r  l e a v e  i t ,  b u t  w e  smoked w i t h  him because  he s a i d  
he l i k e d  it b e t t e r  t h a t  way. S o  w e  l i n e d  u p  o n  t h e  
d a v e n p o r t ,  smoked dope ,  and d r a n k  beer f o r  s e v e n  days ,  
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w a t c h i n g  t h e  ocean  waves o u t  t h e  b i g  bay window. 
One a f t e r n o o n  Tom s t o o d  a n d  began s p e a k i n g  
A r a b i c .  H e  became e x p a n s i v e  a s  h e  b a b b l e d  away and 
s t r u t t e d  a r o u n d  t h e  l i v i n g  room i n  h i s  old f a t i g u e  
s h i r t  and  baggy ,  wool p a n t s .  L a t e r  h e  s t a r t e d  w r i t i n g  
C h i n e s e  c h a r a c t e r s  on t h e  w h i t e  k i t c h e n  w a l l s  w i t h  a 
mag ic  m a r k e r .  H e  s t i l l  had h i s  g r e y ,  a r m y - i s s u e  
g l a s s e s  h e l d  t o g e t h e r  on one  side w i t h  a s a f e t y  p i n .  
H i s  l o n g ,  c u r l y  h a i r  bobbed as he wro te .  I n  t h e  e a r l y  
d a y s  h e  had s t u d i e d  l a n g u a g e s  a t  t h e  u n i v e r s i t y .  H e  
would s t u d y  o n e  f o r  a y e a r  o r  so,  and t h e n  he would 
t r a v e l  f o r  s i x  months i n  t h e  c o u n t r y  where  t h e y  spoke  
t h e  l a n g u a g e  h e  had s t u d i e d .  H e  had a lways  had  a  
t a l e n t  f o r  l a n g u a g e s .  Even i n  h i g h  s c h o o l  he  had  
a s t o u n d e d  o u r  t e a c h e r s  by s p e a k i n g  German f l u e n t l y  
a f t e r  o n l y  o n e  y e a r .  But h e  h a s n ' t  been anywhere  
l a t e l y ,  n o t  fo r  t h e  l a s t  few y e a r s .  And h e  h a s n ' t  
s t u d i e d  a n y t h i n g ,  e i t h e r .  H e  t o l d  m e  eve rywhere  l o o k s  
t h e  same a f t e r  a w h i l e ,  H e  ' d  r a t h e r  d r i n k  b e e r  now. 
The war r u i n e d  u s  a l l ,  he s a i d .  
Mauer s a i d  h e  t h o u g h t  i t  w a s  j u s t  t h e  t i m e s .  W e  
s h o u l d  have  been  born i n  t h e  1 9 2 0  I s .  Then we 'd  be a l l  
r i g h t .  Mauer was a lways  s a y i n g  t h a t ,  P a r i s  of t h e  
2 0 ' s .  H e  h a d  a c i g a r e t t e  a l o n g  t h e  s i d e  o f  h i s  e a r  
l i k e  a p e n c i l  and one l i t  i n  h i s  hand.  H i s  d a r k ,  
h o l l o w  f a c e  h a d  a lways  f a s c i n a t e d  t h e  women w e  used t o  
know. The two burn h o l e s  i n  h i s  whi te  swea t e r  had 
i n c r e a s e d  to  t h r e e  s i n c e  w e  had a r r i v e d  a t  W i l l i e ' s .  
Mauer t r i e d  t o  be a w r i t e r ,  bu t  he  f a i l e d  ove r  and 
o v e r  aga in .  H e  even stopped t a k i n g  ba th s  f o r  t h r e e  
months a f t e r  he  read James Joyce .  But p u b l i s h e r s  kep t  
send ing  e v e r y t h i n g  h e  wrote back t o  him, sometimes 
w i thou t  even bo the r i ng  about  rej e c t i o n  s l i p s .  H e  
w ro t e  poems abou t  l o s t  s o u l s  ru ined  by t h e  war o r  
because  of i t ,  H e  d o e s n ' t  w r i t e  anymore now. 
Then I t o l d  a  few war s t o r i e s .  I t o l d  t h e  one 
a b o u t  t h e  asylum o u t s i d e  F i r e b a s e  Alpha g a t e ,  and how 
one a f t e r n o o n  everyone had gone t o  h e l p  c l e a n  and f i x  
t h e  p l a c e  up f o r  t h e  p a t i e n t s .  And every  a f t e r n o o n  
a f t e r  t h a t  t h e  whole f i r e b a s e  would empty o u t  and head 
o v e r  t h e r e .  we'd p a i n t  and c l e a n  and hammer and n a i l  
a l l  a f t e r n o o n  long.  One day a  gene ra l  dec ided  t o  come 
ove r  and see h i s  American boys performing ano the r  
u n s e l f i s h  deed .  He g o t  over  t h e r e  j u s t  a f t e r  we'd 
f i n i s h e d  f o r  t h e  a f t e rnoon ,  j u s t  i n  time t o  see us 
l i n e  u p  f o r  ou r  d a i l y  reward - a s h o r t t i m e  w i t h  two, 
p r e t t y ,  t h i r t e en -yea r -o ld  inmates.  
Then I t o l d  how once whi le  I was on guard  du ty  I 
heard  them, t h e  VC,  o u t  t h e r e ,  r u s t l i n g  and  c l ank ing  
and s c r a t c h i n g  i n  t h e  n igh t .  And I t o l d  how they 
s t a r t e d  g e t t i n g  c l o s e r ,  u n t i l  I was s u r e  I heard  them 
t a l k i n g  and l augh ing ,  l i k e  they w e r e  p l ay ing  cards, 
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and how I took  t h e  claymore mine switch and  crawled 
down on t h e  bunker f l o o r  because  I d i d n ' t  want t o  see 
them coming. I knew once they g o t  c l o s e  enough, once 
I hea rd  them o u t  i n  t h e  wire, I'd be a b l e  t o  p u l l  t h e  
sw i t ch .  I l a y  t h e r e  and squeezed t h e  claymore swi tch  
f o r  two hours .  But about  dawn eve ry th ing  s topped 
e n t i r e l y ,  and I was s u r e  t h a t  t h e y  were gone ,  t h a t  
t h i n g s  were f i n e  aga in ,  so  I b u i l t  up enough courage  
t o  g e t  up and go out  and p u l l  t h e  claymores i n .  But I 
d i s c o v e r e d  a f t e r  I g o t  ou t  t h e r e  t h a t  t h e  mines had 
been t u rned  around.  I t o l d ,  t o o ,  how once I g o t  back 
t o  t h e  company I r e fu sed  t o  l e a v e  my t e n t  u n t i l  
f i n a l l y  t hey  s e n t  me home. And then I t o l d  how I 
s t a r t e d  s e e i n g  t h i s  army p s y c h i a t r i s t  once I g o t  back,  
and how t h e  p s y c h i a t r i s t  i n s t r u c t e d  m e  n o t  t o  s e e  my 
o l d  f r i e n d s  anymore, t h a t  they had been a l l  my 
t r o u b l e ,  t h a t  they  h a d  made me too weak t o  f a c e  up t o  
t h e  ways of t h e  war. I t o l d  how I s topped  s e e i n g  t h e  
p s y c h i a t r i s t  i n s t e a d .  
New Year's Eve Mauer r e c i t e d  a  poem h e  wrote  once 
abou t  t h e  w a r .  W e  a l l  cheered. I seem t o  remember 
t h a t  someone even s t a r t e d  t o  c r y .  A t  f i v e  t o  twelve  
we s t a cked  some books up on t h e  f l o o r ,  and a t  midnight  
we a l l  took t u r n s  jumping o f f  i n t o  t h e  new y e a r .  
Mauer s a i d  he hoped t h e r e  r e a l l y  was something new 
abou t  t h i s  o n e ,  bu t  Tom s a i d  he d i d n ' t  see why t h i s  
one would be any  d i f f e r e n t .  
W e  headed  back  the n e x t  morning, on New Year Is 
Day. Willie had a l i t t l e  money h e  d i d n ' t  need ,  enough 
f o r  g a s  and c o f f e e ,  and he f i l l e d  t h e  t r u n k  and t h e  
back s e a t  w i t h  Molson. We waved goodbye a n d  set o u t  
a t  t e n  o ' c l o c k .  
On t h e  way back ,  Johnny Math is  came o n  the r a d i o  
s i n g i n g  "wonder fu l ,  Wonderful,  " and f o r  a moment 
someth ing  f l i c k e r e d  i n  a l l  of  u s .  I c o u l d  s e e  i t  on 
t h e i r  f a c e s  i n  t h e  f r o n t ,  i n  the r ea rv iew mirror, 
M a u e r ' s  l i p s  d r o o p i n g ,  'Torn's e y e s  g l a s s y  and dreamy. 
W e  w e r e  a l l  remembering ~ a u e r  ' s p a r e n t s  ' 1 i v i n g  room 
a s  k i d s ,  l i s t e n i n g  t o  t h a t  song,  t a l k i n g  a b o u t  g i r l s  
and t h e  l i f e  t o  come. Tha t  song always seemed t o  be 
p l a y i n g  t h e n ,  i n  t h o s e  days ,  and it a lways  i n s p i r e d  u s  
t o  p a s s i o n  a n d  awe i n  t h e  f a c e  of the goodness  of o u r  
young l i v e s .  
Those Johnny Math is  moments s t i l l  occur once i n  a 
great w h i l e ,  b u t  t h e y  p a s s  q u i c k l y  now, e v e n  more 
q u i c k l y  t h a n  t hey  did  a yea r  ago. A y e a r  ago ,  even ,  
i t  may have  s t a r t e d  u s  t a l k i n g  and making new p l a n s ,  
p r o m i s i n g  changes .  B u t  now w e  a l l  r e a l i z e d  a t  once 
t h a t  it was t o o  dim to  remember c l e a r l y  enough.  
A l i t t l e  l a t e r  Tom asked for a n o t h e r  b e e r .  L a t e r  
s t i l l  h e  weaved o f f  t o  t h e  s h o u l d e r  of t h e  road  and 
t h e  sand  f l e w ,  I dozed and remembered we had been 
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thinking ahead, We had it timed so we hit Emerson 
Junction again at three in the morning. 
FALLING IN LOVE AT THE END OF THE WORLD 
Ray s p e n t  t h e  f i r s t  t h r e e  months of t h e  w a r  
washing j e e p s ,  t r u c k s ,  and A .  P. C. ' s i n  t h e  company 
motorpool .  As he worked, sc rubb ing  away t h e  mud and 
gr ime of b a t t l e ,  he  nicknamed a l l  h i s  f e l l o w  American 
s o l d i e r s  mov ie s t a r s ,  a h a b i t  he had acqu i r ed  growing 
up i n  Mich igan ' s  Upper Peninsula .  S ince  h i s  f r o n t  
t e e t h  were so huge t h a t  he decided e a r l y  i n  l i f e  i t  
cou ld  on l y  have  been a c e l e s t i a l  joke v i s i t e d  upon him 
by a s a d i s t i c ,  vengefu l  God, and s i n c e  he d i d n ' t  even 
i c e  s k a t e ,  much less z i p  around t h e  f r o z e n ,  i c e  
sculpture-r immed l a k e s  wi th  a  hockey s t i c k  c lu t ched  i n  
h i s  hand l i k e  t h e  r e s t  of h i s  c l a s sma te s ,  n o r  l i k e  h i s  
f a t h e r  t r u d g e  o f f  every  morning t o  t h e  red copper  
mines,  a  b l ack  l u n c h p a i l  bea t ing  h i s  l e g  l i k e  t h e  
pump, pump, pump rhythm of h i s  l i f e ,  Ray s p e n t  t h e  
l e aden  sky w i n t e r  a f t e rnoons  i n  t h e  town ' s  one movie 
t h e a t r e  on Main S t r e e t .  Movies were only  a dime t h e n ,  
so  a f t e r  schoo l  h e  s a t  warm and dry and a l o n e  a s  a  
149 
1 5 0  
hundred i n c h e s  of snow p i l e d  up o u t s i d e ,  watching John 
Wayne save  t h e  world f o r  democracy, and naming h i s  
c l a s s m a t e s  and everyone else i n  town by t h e  c h a r a c t e r s  
he s a w  move, merge, appear ,  and reappear  across t h e  
s c r e e n  l i k e  dreams.  Kirk Douglas, Burt  L a n c a s t e r ,  
Alan Ladd , Richard  Widmark, Robert Mitchum , William 
Holden, Audrey Hepburn , I ng r id  Bergrnan, Bette Davis ,  
Joan Crawford, Grace K e l l y .  He even named h i s  
p a r e n t s ,  though,  s i n c e  they were r e c l u s i v e  and s u l l e n ,  
t hey  pa id  l i t t l e  a t t e n t i o n  t o  t h e i r  on ly  c h i l d .  
Miners and miners' wives i n  the  U.P. were most ly  
r e c l u s i v e  and sullen, excep t  on Friday n i g h t s  l a t e  
when t h e y  charged drunk o u t  of t h e  town's  t h r e e  Main 
Street b a r s ,  i n  the summer t o  roar motorboats  a c r o s s  
t h e  l a k e s  l i k e  maniacs ,  o r  i n  t h e  winter  t o  t i p  i c e  
f i s h i n g  shacks  and s w i l l  whiskey straight from t h e  
b o t t l e  l i k e  Dukhobors u n t i l  dawn. B u t  h i s  s i l e n t  
p a r e n t s  d i d n ' t  even p a r t i c i p a t e  i n  t h i s  debauchery.  
I t  w a s  as i f  t hey  had been d e a l t  a blow from which 
t h e y  never  recovered .  L i k e  Bogart and Bacall. 
I n  Viet-Nam Ray washed vehicles and amused 
h imse l f  w i t h  h i s  naming game f o r  t h r e e  months. 
Everyday he  rubbed away, a l l  morning, a l l  a f t e r n o o n ,  
and i n t o  the e a r l y  evening.  The o n l y  w a r  he knew was 
walk ing  company guard duty  every t e n  days ,  simply 
s t r o l l i n g  between t h e  l i n e s  of t i n  and s c r e e n  hootches 
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from midn igh t  u n t i l  6 :00 A.M. under  t h e  p e r f e c t  b lack  
sky ,  an M - 1 6  over  h i s  shou lder  and a  helmet on h i s  
head ,  making c e r t a i n  a drunken B i l l  Holden d i d n ' t  
s h o o t  someone on h i s  way t o  t h e  t o i l e t  from t h e  
company c l u b .  Ray washed and he  named and he  guarded.  
He k e p t  t o  h imse l f  and t h e  time f l ew,  
Then one  day,  a f t e r  t h r e e  months, he f e l l  i n  l o v e  
w i t h  IIong, a company messha l l  worker t e n  y e a r s  h i s  
s e n i o r  w i t h  f i v e  c h i l d r e n ,  whose husband had been 
k i l l e d  two y e a r s  b e f o r e  near  Hue, sho t  down i n  a  C-123 
f l y i n g  t o o  n e a r  a n  enemy i n f e s t e d  rice paddy. Ray 
a r r i v e d  a t  t h e  messha l l  l a t e  one n i g h t  f o r  t h e  evening 
meal ,  and s t i l l  h a d n ' t  f i n i s h e d  when t h e  Vietnamese 
workers  headed o u t  of t h e  k i t c h e n ,  t h e i r  t r a y s  p i l e d  
w i t h  food.  fie f e l t  v i o l a t e d ,  a t t a c k e d ,  a s  he  saw them 
come, a s  he watched them f lood  o u t  of the  backroom and 
surround him. Hong plopped h e r s e l f  down a t  h i s  t a b l e  
w i thou t  a s k i n g  and began t o  e a t .  
Then, for  n o  r e a son ,  s h e  looked up a t  him and 
scowled as i f  she  were about  t o  throw up, as i f  merely 
look ing  a t  him made h e r  want t o  vomit .  She l a shed  o u t  
a t  him - a man - a  symbol of a l l  men, i t  seemed, h e r  
mouth f u l l ,  r i c e  on h e r  l i p s .  She be r a t ed  him i n  
p i d g i n  E n g l i s h ,  Vietnamese, and perhaps  a  l i t t l e  
Lao t i an  and Montagnard mixed i n .  Her Engl i sh  was n o t  
p a r t i c u l a r l y  good, b u t  he w a s  amazed t h a t  h e  
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u n d e r s t o o d  h e r  p e r f e c t l y  anyway. He d e c i d e d  t h e n  a n d  
t h e r e  t h a t  a n y o n e  c o u l d  communicate w i t h  anyone  else,  
i f  h e  had s o m e t h i n g  h o r r i b l e  and a b u s i v e  enough t o  
s a y ,  
She  t o l d  him men were a l l  a l i k e ,  American,  
V ie tnamese ,  a l l  men. They took e v e r y t h i n g  from you 
and t h e n  t h e y  l e f t  you a l o n e .  They a l w a y s  l e f t  you 
a l o n e .  Her husband  had  l e f t  h e r ,  k i l l e d  b y  t h e  war ,  
and Ray would l e a v e  h i s  g i r l f r i e n d ,  t o o ,  i n  one  way or 
a n o t h e r .  L i k e  a l l  men. Men a lways  l e f t ,  s h e  s a i d .  
A s  Hong h a r a n g u e d  him, he s a w  t h a t  s h e  was n o t  
l i k e  t h e  o t h e r  Vie tnamese  a round  t h e  company, t h o s e  
who h e  m o s t l y  i g n o r e d  a s  t h e y  f i l l e d  s a n d b a g s  a n d  
b u i l t  b u n k e r s  and  smoked opium o n  t h e i r  b r e a k s ,  
s q u a t t i n g  t o g e t h e r  i n  c i r c l e s  a l l  o v e r  t h e  compound, 
wizened  and s l o p e - e y e d  o l d  men and  women, p a s s i n g  long 
m e t a l  t u b e  p i p e s  from one  t o  t h e  o t h e r .  Sometimes 
t h e y  s t o p p e d  him i n  t h e  company s t r e e t  and  a s k e d  him 
t o  buy  them American c i g a r e t t e s  a t  c u t - r a t e  P . X .  
p r i c e s ,  u b i q u i t o u s  i n  t h e i r  w h i t e  c o t t o n  s h i r t s  and 
s i l k y  b l a c k  p a n t s ,  t h e i r  smooth b l a c k  h a i r ,  t h e  men 
and t h e  women e x a c t l y  a l i k e .  But  even  though  Hong h a d  
l o n g  b l a c k  h a i r ,  t o o ,  h e r  h a i r  w a s  n o t  smooth a n d  
s l e e k  l i k e  t h e  o t h e r s ,  b u t  t h i c k  and l o o s e  and f l u f f y .  
H e r  f a c e  and h i p s  were b r o a d e r ,  t o o ,  and  h e r  l i p s  
t h i c k e r ;  he  wondered as he l i s t e n e d  t o  h e r  i f  s h e  were 
p a r t  Cambodian.  H e  had  o v e r h e a r d  once  t h a t  Cambodians 
were  b r o a d e r  and t h i c k e r  than t h e  Vie tnamese .  H e  had  
h e a r d  it somewhere i n  t h e  company, God knew where ,  as  
now h e  was b e g i n n i n g  t o  f o r g e t  a l l  l i f e  b e f o r e  t h a t  
v e r y  moment, a l l  memory sucked away and  o u t  of h i s  
e x p e r i e n c e  l i k e  a movie runn ing  backwards a t  t o p  
s p e e d .  A s  she p i c k e d  up h e r  rice bowl and p l a c e d  it 
t o  h e r  t h i c k  l i p s ,  s h o v e l i n g  i n  r i c e  w i t h  h e r  
c h o p s t i c k s ,  he f e l l  h o p e l e s s l y  and  i n e x o r a b l y  i n  l o v e  
w i t h  h e r .  
She  was l o u d  and obnoxious w i t h  him a t  f i r s t .  
She b rowbea t  him m e r c i l e s s l y  and h u m i l i a t e d  him 
anywhere ,  a n y t i m e ,  i n  f r o n t  of anyone  - s h e  would t e l l  
anyone  who would l i s t e n  how repugnan t  and c o n t e m p t i b l e  
he  was  - f rom t h e  t i m e  s h e  a r r i v e d  i n  t h e  morn ing  and  
he s a w  h e r  a t  breakfast, u n t i l  b e f o r e  she b o a r d e d  t h e  
back  of t h e  deuce-and-a-ha l f  f o r  t h e  r i d e  back  t o  
Bien-Hoa, a s  t h e  o t h e r  m e s s h a l l  employees l o o k e d  on ,  
amused by  t h e  show a p p e a r i n g  b e f o r e  them. She t a u g h t  
him t o  eat  l i k e  h e  was supposed t o  ea t ,  l i k e  t h e  r e s t  
of them a t e ,  and h a r a s s e d  him when h e  s l i p p e d  a t  
s o m e t h i n g .  She b rooked  no m i s t a k e s  from h i m ,  a n d  when 
he fumbled  w i t h  h i s  c h o p s t i c k s  a n d  los t  them i n  h i s  
f i n g e r s  or f a l t e r e d  a t  some o t h e r  d e t a i l ,  s h e  t o l d  him 
he was  s t u p i d  o r  c r a z y  - d i e n  c a i  dau meant b o t h  
s t u p i d  a n d  c r a z y ,  h e  d e c i d e d ,  a s  s h e  y e l l e d  a t  him 
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ove r  and ove r  aga in  a c r o s s  t h e  m e s s h a l l  t a b l e .  She 
showed him how t o  mix h i s  vege t ab l e s  with h i s  r i c e ,  
how t o  ho ld  h i s  bowl and pu t  it t o  h i s  mouth, how to  
push t h e  food forward,  and how much nuoc-mam to pour 
on whatever  h e  a t e .  She brought  him sandwiches and 
Ba-Muoi-Ba from t h e  market f o r  h i s  b r e a k f a s t  each 
morning, and she  t a u g h t  him t o  keep b u t t e r  o f f  h i s  
rice a t  a l l  c o s t s ,  Bu t t e r  on r i c e ?  she  s n e e r e d ,  
making a h o r r i b l e ,  d i s t o r t e d  f a c e .  She c a l l e d  him 
d i e n  c a i  dau and pussy f a c e  and bea t  on his arms. 
She t e s t e d  him w i t h  money. One payday she  t o l d  
him she  needed $300 .00  i n  American money r i g h t  away 
and that he  had t o  g e t  i t  f o r  h e r .  She d i d n ' t  b o t h e r  
t o  t e l l  him why; she  needed i t ,  t h a t  was a l l ,  and h e  
had t o  g e t  it. Then, l a t e r ,  a f t e r  he  had complied 
w i th  h e r  wishes  and sat s u f f e r i n g ,  wondering t h e  rest 
of t h e  long a f t e r n o o n  a s  he  scrubbed v e h i c l e  a f t e r  
v e h i c l e ,  t a n k  and A.P.C.  a f t e r  t a n k  and A.P.C., what 
he would do for  a whole month wi thou t  a c e n t  of  
spending money, even f o r  c i g a r e t t e s ,  she came i n t o  h i s  
hootch  a f t e r  work and gave him h i s  money back. She 
t o s s e d  it on h i s  bed and s a i d  she  never wanted a 
s i n g l e  t h i n g  from him, ever .  She swept h i s  money o n t o  
t h e  f l o o r  and kicked it a g a i n s t  t h e  w a l l .  Who d i d  h e  
t h i n k  he was, anyway? She stomped her f o o t .  H e  
ma t t e r ed  no th ing  t o  h e r ,  nothing a t  a l l .  
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She pa raded  b e f o r e  him from t h e  rnessha l l  t o  t h e  
t o i l e t  down a t  t h e  end of t h e  company street, and  
r e f u s e d  t o  acknowledge h i s  p r e s e n c e  as he s t o o d  i n  h i s  
h o o t c h  doorway and mooned a f t e r  h e r ,  l o n g i n g  f o r  h e r  
g l a n c e  as  s h e  p a s s e d .  A s  s h e  s t r o l l e d  a l o n g ,  s h e  
swung h e r  h i p s  p r o v o c a t i v e l y  b e f o r e  t h e  o t h e r  
Americans who s t o o d  abou t  i n  doorways o r  lounged  a t o p  
sandbag b u n k e r s  between t h e  b u i l d i n g s .  The o t h e r s  
c a l l e d  o u t  t o  h e r  t o  come t o  them, c a l l i n g  h e r  gook 
and whore,  a n d  c u n t  and  b i t c h  and s l o p e ,  and  s h e  
laughed and f l i r t e d  more, l i k e  t h e y  sang g e n t l e  music 
t h a t  n u r t u r e d  h e r  soul.. 
Sometimes, b e f o r e  t h e  deuce-and-a-half p i c k e d  
them up a t  n i g h t  t o  t a k e  them back to  t h e i r  homes down 
t h e  r o a d  i n  Bien-Hoa, s h e  came i n t o  h i s  hoo tch  when 
she  knew he w a s  a l o n e ,  s a t  wi th  him on h i s  bed and 
t o l d  him how much she  had loved h e r  husband and a b o u t  
a l l  t h e  o t h e r  American l o v e r s  s h e  had had. She t o l d  
him what wonder fu l  l o v e r s  t h e y  had a l l  been. She  
swooned when s h e  s a i d  it. H e r  e y e s  g l a z e d  o v e r  and 
r o l l e d  back i n t o  h e r  head .  H e  cou ld  n e v e r  b e  as  good 
as  them, s h e  s a i d .  H e  might a s  w e l l  f o r g e t  t h a t .  She 
watched him s u f f e r  a s  s h e  t a l k e d ,  u n t i l  f i n a l l y ,  she  
s l a p p e d  h e r  t h i g h  and laughed i n  h i s  f a c e ,  t h e n  
q u i c k l y  headed o u t s i d e  t o  j o i n  t h e  o t h e r s  i n  t h e  back 
of t h e  c o v e r e d  t r u c k  f o r  t h e  t r i p  home. Sometimes, 
b e f o r e  s h e  l e f t ,  s h e  t o l d  him she  ha ted  him beyond 
words ,  beyond b e l i e f ,  and sometimes s h e  t o l d  him he 
m a t t e r e d  t o o  l i t t l e  f o r  he r  t o  even h a t e  him. She 
h a r d l y  knew h e  e x i s t e d ,  she  s a i d .  
AS t h e  weeks and months passed ,  when h e  w a s n ' t  
working ,  Ray s p e n t  every p o s s i b l e  moment w i t h  t h e  
Vietnamese.  H e  a t e  wi th  them, h e  squa t t ed  wi th  them 
beh ind  t h e  t i n  yel low messhal l  d u r i n g  t h e i r  breaks.  
H e  bough t  them c i g a r e t t e s  when t h e y  wanted and d i d  
t h e i r  b i d d i n g  i n  any o t h e r  way h e  could.  H e  t r i e d  t o  
make h imsel f  u s e f u l  a s  Hong po in ted  and r a t t l e d  of f  
amusing a n e c d o t e s  and f a n t a s i e s  abou t  him t o  t h e  
o t h e r s ,  s t u p i d  t h i n g s  he had s a i d  o r  done, and t h i n g s  
s h e  made up. He g r inned  s h e e p i s h l y  as t h e  o t h e r s  
laughed a t  him and b e a t  t h e i r  t h i g h s .  He t r i e d  t o  
u n d e r s t a n d  t h e i r  language as they  t a l k e d ,  t o  p i c k  up a 
word h e r e  o r  t h e r e  by g e s t u r e  and a s s o c i a t i o n .  They 
laughed a t  him o f t e n  and t o l d  h i m  i f  he cont inued  t o  
e a t  s o  much muoc-mam and d r i n k  Ba-Muoi-Ba, h i s  sk in  
would ye l low and his eyes  would s l o p e .  H e  gorged 
h imse l f  even more, day and n i g h t ,  and looked f o r  
t e l l t a l e  s i g n s  eve ry  morning i n  h i s  wa l l  l o c k e r  
m i r r o r .  He would have t a k e n  a b a t h  i n  nuoc-mam i f  he  
c o u l d  have a r r a n g e d  it. 
E v e n t u a l l y  h e  go t  permiss ion  t o  r i d e  i n  t h e  back 
of t h e  deuce-and-a-half  t o  Bien-Hoa every evening a s  
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t h e i r  gunner ,  t h e i r  l o n e  p r o t e c t i o n  from the shadows 
i n  t h e  n i g h t ,  as  t h e  t r u c k  roared a t  t o p  speed down 
t h e  r o a d  toward town. A s  t i m e  p a s s e d ,  f o r  t h e i r  
amusement, he  b r a n d i s h e d  h i s  weapon l i k e  a n  Apache 
from a cowboy and Indian's movie and even f i r e d  o f f  a 
few rounds  a c r o s s  t h e  d a r k  open r i c e  paddies, the red 
t r a c e r  rounds  v e e r i n g  off and d y i n g  i n  t h e  d a r k n e s s  
o u t  beyond t h e  l i g h t s  of t h e  truck, t h e  d a r k n e s s  a t  
t h e  end of t h e  wor ld .  T h e i r  e x o t i c  e y e s ,  t h e i r  open 
l a u g h i n g  mouths,  and  s t r a n g e  Asian sme l l s  i n t o x i c a t e d  
him. E v e r y  n i g h t ,  once t h e  t r u c k  h a l t e d  a t  t h e  g a t e ,  
he wished  w i t h  a l l  h i s  h e a r t  t o  descend and d i s a p p e a r  
f o r e v e r  i n t o  Bien-Hoa w i t h  Hong and the  o t h e r s .  
Then one  day,  wi thou t  warning ,  Hong changed.  She 
began to  t reat  him g e n t l y  and w i t h  t e n d e r n e s s .  She 
came around t o  h i s  hootch  every n i g h t  b e f o r e  t h e  t r u c k  
p u l l e d  o u t  f o r  Bien-Hoa - s h e  even s t a y e d  so l o n g  now 
t h a t  t h e y  o f t e n  had  t o  run t o  catch it - and sa t  on 
h i s  bed and asked about h i s  l i f e  i n  A m e r i c a ,  h i s  
f a m i l y ,  h i s  mothe r  and h i s  f a t h e r .  Where w a s  Michigan 
and what was it l i k e  t h e r e ?  Was it n e a r  Ch icago?  She 
had h e a r d  of Chicago,  of course .  H e  was a n  o n l y  
c h i l d .  Where w e r e  h i s  b r o t h e r s  and s i s t e r s ?  W a s  
something  wrong with h i s  p a r e n t s ?  
Ray had no i d e a  why s h e  suddenly  s topped  f l i r t i n g  
w i t h  o t h e r  Amer icans ,  b u t  he a c c e p t e d  t h i s  amazing 
change ,  t o o ,  l i k e  h e  w a s  l e a r n i n g  t o  a c c e p t  
e v e r y t h i n g ,  l i k e  h e  a c c e p t e d  B-52's  o f f  t h e  p e r i m e t e r  
t i p p i n g  and s h a k i n g  t h e  wor ld ,  and  a r t i l l e r y  booming 
l o n g  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t ,  l i k e  h e  accep ted  t h e  h o t  sun  i n  
t h e  d r y  s e a s o n ,  and  t h e  t o r r e n t i a l  r a i n s  i n  t h e  
monsoon. Now, a s  Hong passed  toward t h e  t o i l e t ,  she  
k e p t  h e r  e y e s  t r a i n e d  on  Ray and ignored  t h e  o t h e r s  
when t h e y  c a l l e d  o u t  t o  h e r .  She laughed when h e  s a i d  
someth ing  funny and l i s t e n e d  when he t a l k e d .  She 
s t o p p e d  r i d i c u l i n g  him b e f o r e  t h e  o t h e r  Vietnamese a s  
t h e y  s q u a t t e d  beh ind  t h e  messhal l  o r  as  t h e y  a t e  t h e i r  
mea l s  a f t e r  t h e  o t h e r  Americans had l e f t .  And s h e  
s t o p p e d  t a k i n g  h i s  money, even f o r  a  second j u s t  t o  
t e a s e  h i m .  
A s  t h e y  sa t  t o g e t h e r  s i d e  by s i d e  i n  h i s  hootch  
one d a y ,  s h e  even t a l k e d  about  h e r  own l i f e ,  h e r  
p a r e n t s ,  h e r  dead husband,  and h e r  f i v e  c h i l d r e n .  
They had l i v e d  i n  Hue b e f o r e  her  husband had  been 
k i l l e d ;  t h e y  were from n e a r  Hue, a t i n y  v i l l a g e  c a l l e d  
Tran-May. They had grown up t o g e t h e r  and m a r r i e d  and 
had a good l i f e .  U n t i l  he was k i l l e d .  
A s  s h e  t a l k e d ,  Ray cou ld  see g reen  f l o o d e d  
p a d d i e s  s t r e t c h e d  f l a t  f o r  m i l e s ,  water  b u f f a l o  moving 
s l o w l y  a c r o s s  t h e  h o r i z o n ,  men b e a t i n g  them g e n t l y  
w i t h  s t i c k s ,  b u s e s  t o  Hue wi th  Hong and h e r  mother  on 
S a t u r d a y  a f t e r n o o n s ,  t h e  buses  crowded w i t h  Vietnamese 
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women heading t o  t h e  market  and t hen  home a g a i n ,  laden 
wi th  bamboo t o t e  bags o f  f r u i t  and vege tab les  and l i v e  
ch i ckens  t i e d  upsidedown by t h e i r  f e e t ,  t h e  bus 
popping and bouncing down t h e  broken road,  be lching 
o i l ,  d r i v i n g  t h e  ch i ckens  i n t o  f l o p p i n g ,  squawking 
f r e n z y .  H e  watched ~ o n g ' s  b e a u t i f u l  f a c e  and l i s t e n e d  
t o  h e r  t a l k  of h e r  p a s t  wi thout  r e g r e t .  
EIer husband had been lucky enough t o  g o  t o  f l i g h t  
s choo l  when h e  went i n t o  t h e  a i r  f o r c e  and become a  
p i l o t .  H i s  f a t h e r  had been a  s p e c i a l  f r i e n d  of t h e  
v i l l a g e  c h i e f ,  and t h e  v i l l a g e  ch i e f  knew someone i n  
Sai-Gon. Her husband had been lucky,  she s a i d .  
Hong s topped and p laced  her hand over Ray ' s .  She 
t u r n e d  away and  looked a t  t h e  w a l l .  She shook h e r  
head. But one  day her  husband went ou t  and d i d n ' t  
come back.  
Ray l i s t e n e d  and watched t h e  l a s t  of t h e  sun 
s h i n e  l i k e  a  h igh  schoo l  bonf i re  o f f  t h e  t i n  hootch 
a c r o s s  from h i s  own. Three 1 0 5 ' s  f i r e d  up,  b l a s t i n g  
down t h e  runway. Hong t u rned  t o  him, and once  t h e  
n o i s e  d i e d ,  s h e  con t inued .  Ray l i s t e n e d  to  her  spread 
he r  l i f e  o u t  b e f o r e  him l i k e  a s t r a t e g i s t  sp r ead ing  a 
map b e f o r e  t h e  eyes  of h i s  t r o o p s ,  and he wept.  
Then s h e  i n v i t e d  him t o  meet he r  i n  town t h a t  
nex t  Thursday. Every Thursday was her  day o f f ,  as  h e  
w e l l  knew - t h e  l o n g e s t  days of h i s  l i f e ,  i n t e r m i n a b l e  
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d a y s ,  t h e  d i r t y  v e h i c l e s  m u l t i p l i e d  e n d l e s s l y  i n  t h e  
b r i g h t  m e r c i l e s s  Asian sun as t h e  days wore on i n t o  
n i g h t .  And i f  he c o u l d  a r r a n g e  it somehow, she s a i d ,  
she  would meet him i n  t h e  pa rk  behind  t h e  Bien-Hoa 
P r o v i n c i a l  H o s p i t a l .  H e  couldni  t m i s s  it: The 
h o s p i t a l  had a b e l l  t ower ,  and w a s  t h e  l a r g e s t  
b u i l d i n g  i n  town. He'd a r r a n g e  it, he  s a i d .  
The h o s p i t a l  was a whitewashed, s t u c c o  b u i l d i n g  
on a t r e e - l i n e d  bou leva rd  n e x t  t o  t h e  Bien-Hoa Tennis  
Club .  A s  Ray approached ,  h e  cou ld  h e a r  b a l l s  bouncing 
back and f o r t h  a c r o s s  t h e  n e t s  from p l a y e r  t o  p l a y e r .  
The p l a y e r s  w e r e  a l l  o l d  and sk inny  and r i c h  i n  t h e i r  
baggy w h i t e  s h o r t s ,  and Ray watched them p l a y  
f l a w l e s s l y  from behind  t h e  s c r e e n  g a t e .  N o  b a l l  e v e r  
d r i b b l e d  o v e r  t h e  n e t  or  pinged off t h e  f e n c e  
u n r e t u r n e d .  They v o l l e y e d  on and on u n t i l  h e  t u r n e d  
and walked  to  t h e  h o s p i t a l  and s t o o d  under t h e  archway 
e n t r a n c e .  U p  c l o s e  he cou ld  s e e  t h a t  t h e  h o s p i t a l  had 
t u r n e d  p i n k  f rom e n d l e s s  sand and d u s t  a s s a u l t s .  H e  
l ooked  up a t  t h e  d u s t y  b e l l  suspended above and knew 
t e l e p a t h i c a l l y  why t h e  b e l l  was t h e r e ,  why a b e l l  was 
suspended above  a  h o s p i t a l  archway: The h o s p i t a l  had 
been a C a t h o l i c  church  d u r i n g  t h e  French o c c u p a t i o n .  
It w a s  a  good omen, he dec ided .  
I n  t h e  p a r k  was a n  orange  and  whi t e  pagoda and 
f i v e  o t h e r  s m a l l e r  monuments n e s t l e d  i n  t h e  t a l l  g r a s s  
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l i k e  they  had a l l  f a l l e n  from t h e  sky ,  When he saw 
Hong - he had come around a t r e e  and come upon h e r  
s i t t i n g  on a b lack  bench near  a foodstand - she 
s u r p r i s e d  h i m ,  She wore a snow whi te  ao-dai ,  and Ray 
s topped b e f o r e  she saw him and h e l d  h i s  breath ,  a f r a i d  
she t o o  had f a l l e n  from the sky. 
It  t u r n e d  ou t  t h a t  the person who ran t h e  
foodstand was a pockmarked woman with black s t a ined  
t e e t h  named Phuong, and t h a t  she was a f r i e n d  of 
Hong's.  They had known each o the r  s ince  Hong had come 
t o  town from Hue t w o  years  before.  Phuong ' s husband 
was a l s o  dead ,  and t h e i r  ch i ld ren  were f r i e n d s ,  too ,  
and roamed t h e  Bien-Hoa s t r e e t s  toge ther .  Hong and 
Phuong commiserated wi th  each o t h e r  o f t en  about t h e i r  
c h i l d r e n  and what was becoming of them, 
T h a t  f i r s t  a f t e rnoon ,  a s  soon a s  Ray sat on the  
bench nex t  t o  H o n g ,  s he  h i t  him on the  arm and t o l d  
him s h e  ha t ed  him aga in .  H e  had a new lover, she t o l d  
him, i n  Bien-Hoa. Phuong had t o l d  her  so j u s t  t h a t  
morning. Phuong had seen him i n  a bar with h i s  arm 
around a new g i r l ,  whispering and laughing, even 
k i s s i n g .  The N e w  York Bar; t ha t  was t h e  one. 
Phuong looked a t  Ray, shrugged h e r  shoulders ,  and 
shook he r  head.  Don ' t  worry, Hong was c razy ,  she  
s a i d .  Hong w a s  d i en  c a i  dau. 
R a y  had been  warned by the  o t h e r  messhall workers 
t h a t  morning what would awai t  him. Hong would t e a s e  
him h o r r i b l y ,  they s a i d ,  bu t  he s h o u l d n ' t  worry. I t  
was j u s t  p a r t  of  t h e  c o u r t i n g  r i t u a l .  Ray should play 
a long .  I t  was b e s t  t o  do t h i s ,  it was be s t  t o d o  
t h a t ,  t h e y  t o l d  him. They t r a i n e d  him; they rehearsed 
t h a t  morning d u r i n g  b r e a k f a s t  f o r  the  r e a l  t h ing  t h a t  
a f  t e rnoon .  One of t h e  women took Hong ' s p l ace .  They 
urged him; t h e y  pushed him forward,  he lp ing  him with 
h i s  l i n e s ,  t h e  men prompting him and having t h e  time 
of  t h e i r  l i v e s  a t  h i s  expense. F i n a l l y  he w a s  ready. 
He'd be f i n e ,  they  s a i d .  
So Ray responded as they  had t augh t  him. Y e s ,  he  
had a new g i r l f r i e n d ,  t h r e e  i n  f a c t  - one i n  t he  New 
York Bar and two more a c r o s s  t he  s t r e e t ,  i n  t h e  Nha- 
Trang Bar.  But  he l i k e d  t h e  one i n  t h e  New York b e s t  
of a l l .  He w a s  p a r t i c u l a r l y  fond of he r .  Y e s ,  it was 
t r u e ,  H e  was i n  l ove  and soon he would ask he r  t o  
marry him. 
Hong shook he r  h a i r  t o  one s i d e  and laughed i n  a  
way Ray had n o t  heard h e r  laugh be fo r e ,  l i k e  young 
women laughed w i t h  l o v e r s  on t h e  s t r e e t s  of t h e  Upper 
Pen in su l a  when he was a smal l  boy. H e  was c l e v e r  a l l  
r i g h t ,  Hong s a i d .  He knew every th ing .  She pounded 
h e r  t h i g h  and laughed aga in .  She pushed him away from 
h e r  and t a l k e d  r a p i d l y  t o  Phuong. 
A s  t h e  weeks passed  Ray came t o  s e e  Hong every 
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Thursday a f t e r n o o n .  A t  f i r s t  t h e y  con t inued  w i t h  a  
combina t ion  o f  p i d g i n  E n g l i s h  and a few Vietnamese 
words ,  b u t  e v e n t u a l l y  t h e y  t a u g h t  him even more 
Vie tnamese  words.  They t a u g h t  h i m  t h e  word f o r  r i c e  
s e e d l i n g  and f o r  sandwich and f o r  love .  They t a u g h t  
him t h e  words f o r  c h i l d  and husband and l o v e r  and f o r  
good,  f o r  bad ,  and f o r  war. U n t i l  h e  l e a r n e d  t h e i r  
c o m p l i c a t e d  l a n g u a g e ,  and h e  l ea rned  it r a p i d l y ,  l i k e  
he  had  been  t o u c h e d .  They gave him books and a 
d i c t i o n a r y  t o  s t u d y  i n  bed t h e  l o n g  n i g h t s  away from 
Hong . Phuong smi led  a t  him through b e e t l e n u t - s t a i n e d  
t e e t h  a s  he spoke  and l e a r n e d ,  and Hong became more 
and more b e a u t i f u l  a s  t h e  days  passed .  L i k e  magic, 
t h e  more words he  l e a r n e d ,  t h e  more b e a u t i f u l  s h e  
became. 
I t  was a t  t h i s  t i m e ,  t o o ,  t h a t  Ray began t o  read  
books from t h e  company l i b r a r y  - a  t i n y  c o l l e c t i o n  i n  
t h e  c o r n e r  o f  t h e  o r d e r l y  room o n  a t h r e e  row 
b o o k s h e l f ,  d o n a t e d  f o r  t h e  e d i f i c a t i o n  of t h e  s o l d i e r s  
by v a r i o u s  g r o u p s  i n  A m e r i c a .  H e  read  t h e s e  books 
a l o n g  w i t h  h i s  Vietnamese ones ;  i t  passed t h e  long  
n i g h t s  w i t h o u t  Hong much more q u i c k l y  than  b e f o r e .  
Reading was something  he  had done l i t t l e  o f  growing up 
i n  Michigan;  h e  had  been  t o o  much i n  moviehouses.  But  
t h e s e  books t o l d  him many t h i n g s .  F i r e  i n  t h e  Lake, 
f o r  example ,  t o l d  him n o t  t o  be dece ived ,  t h a t  
l e a r n i n g  Vietnamese brought  him no c l o s e r  t o  t h e  
peop l e  he loved ;  he would always be a  dupe, an  
o u t s i d e r .  _S_r-e,e-& Withe?-t Joy t o l d  him t h a t  he  should 
be on  h i s  guard  because t h i n g s  were never what they 
seemed t o  him; he was a f o o l  t o  be so happy i n  t h i s  
p l a c e .  H e  must look - it was h i s  du ty .  H e  must f i nd  
unhapp iness  where h e  could f i n d  i t ,  
But soon Ray and Hong were meeting a t  n i g h t ,  too ,  
eve ry  n i g h t .  H e  s topped  r i d i n g  w i th  them t o  town in  
t h e  deuce-and-a-half , but i n s t e a d  walked t h e  long way, 
t h r e e  m i l e s  a c r o s s  t h e  a i r b a s e  t o  t h e  back gate .  H e  
moved a s  q u i c k l y  as he could  over  t he  f l a t  dus ty  b a s e  
r o a d s ,  down p a s t  t h e  d i spensary  hootch,  p a s t  t h e  gate  
t o  t h e  1 3 5 t h  LURP Camp, a l one  and mysterious o u t  on 
the edge of t h e  p e r i m e t e r ,  past t h e  a i r b a s e  runways 
and p a r k i n g  s h e l t e r s  f i l l e d  with 1 0 5 ' s  and Cobra 
gunsh ip s ,  a lways  on t h e  verge  of r i s i n g  up a l i v e  and 
head ing  o u t  i n t o  the w a r .  H e  n e t  Hong on t h e  main 
street i n t o  town, and they walked toge ther  t o  meet 
Phuong i n  t h e  pa rk .  
And t h e n  one n i g h t ,  j u s t  be fo r e  Ray r o s e  t o  l eave  
and r e t u r n  t o  t h e  airbase fo r  ano the r  lone ly  n igh t ,  
Hong touched h i s  hand and whispered.  She k i s sed  h i s  
cheek f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  l i k e  w e t  f e a t h e r s  and 
w h i s p e r e d ,  Em yeu em, 1 love  you, so s o f t l y  he wasn' t 
s u r e  he h e a r d  and had t o  have  he r  r e p e a t  it a t  least 
t e n  t i m e s .  
O n  h i s  way back t o  t h e  company t h a t  n i g h t  
f i r e c r a c k e r s  w e r e  thrown i n t o  t h e  a i r  and r o l l e d  a t  
h i s  f e e t .  P e o p l e  moved th roughou t  t h e  c i t y ,  d r ink ing  
and d a n c i n g  a n d  c r y i n g  i n  t h e  n i g h t .  A s  he continued 
on  toward  t h e  ga te ,  t h e  wor ld  was f i l l e d  w i t h  music, 
and h e  f e l t  h i m s e l f  shaken t o  h i s  boots  wi th  A s i a .  
But t h e n ,  j u s t  a s  h e  e n t e r e d  t h e  company, t h e  s i r e n  he  
had n e v e r  h e a r d  b e f o r e  b u t  would h e a r  oh so  many t imes 
a g a i n  began t o  w a i l ,  and he r a n  and  r an  and r a n  whi le  
t h e  mortars and r o c k e t s  f e l l  and fell and fell. 
EPILOGUE 
And h e  remembered h e  knew f o r  c e r t a i n  h e  would 
d i e  a f t e r  t h a t  f i rs t  a t t a c k  s i r e n  but  he d i d  not  d i e ,  
and he c o u l d n ' t  coun t  t h e  number of times a f t e r  t h a t  
t h a t  h e  wished  d e a t h  on a l l  Vietnamese everywhere,  
once T e t  exp loded  i n  t h e  n i g h t  and  they  were under 
s i e g e ,  and  t h e r e  were no  l o n g e r  any Vietnamese 
anywhere b u t  t h o s e  o u t  t h e r e  beyond t h a t  p e r i m e t e r  who 
wanted  t o  k i l l  and t o r t u r e  and m u t i l a t e  him i n  ways h e  
c o u l d n ' t  even  b e a r  t o  c o n s i d e r ,  s o  h e  s topped see ing  
Americans a s  m o v i e s t a r s  once  t h e  f i r s t  r o c k e t  f e l l ,  
once t h e  f i r s t  r a t t l e  of s m a l l  arms f i r e  began - he 
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knew h e  had merely been a r r o g a n t  and s e l f - r i g h t e o u s  
and h i s  b r i e f  l o v e  a f f a i r  w i th  Hong had been nothing 
b u t  y o u t h f u l  i l l u s i o n ,  even though he could no t  s t o p  
dreaming o f  h e r ,  of s e e i n g  h e r  s t a n d i n g  s t i l l  among 
t h e  r u b b l e  of t h e  pa rk ,  among t h e  t w i s t e d ,  char red  
remains  of ~ h u o n g ' s  f r u i t s t a n d ,  u n t i l  s he  saw him and 
d i s a p p e a r e d  down an a l l e y ,  walked r a p i d l y  o u t  of h i s  
l i f e  f o r e v e r  and l e f t  him knee deep  among t h e  r u i n s  
where he  had been i n  l o v e  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  - and so 
he  became f r i e n d s  w i t h  eve ry  American h e  met, and 
f i n a l l y  became one of t h e  guys, and  they a l l  go t  d runk  
t o g e t h e r  deep  i n  t h e i r  bunkers  e v e r y  night, dreaming 
how wonderful  it would be when t h e y  go t  back t o  t h e  
world where t h e r e  w e r e  no bunkers ,  no smel l  of 
nuoc-mam, i n s e c t i c i d e ,  gunpowder and burning s h i t ,  and 
he began t o  w a i t  and hope and beg f o r  h i s  own Freedom 
B i rd ,  u n t i l  he a c t u a l l y  imagined how it would be as 
t h e  y e a r s  passed  when he would f o r g e t  every th ing  t h a t  
e v e r  happened t o  him, u n t i l  V i e t - N a m  seemed somehow 
n o t  o f  t h i s  wor ld  or had maybe been t o l d  t o  him long 
ago by someone he  once knew b u t  no longer  ca red  about 
and never  wished t o  s e e  a g a i n ,  
